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TO THE READER. 



I HAVE certain compunctions of conscience as 
to the title under which this little volume goes 
out to take its chance. It may be thought to 
have rather a lurid aspect of sensationalism : 
but there is nevertheless some fitness in it. 
I have spent the last decade almost wholly in 
campaigning, and have witnessed the cannon- 
smoke almost as often as I have seen the 
peaceful smoke from the domestic grate. My 
poor pen has been mostly engaged in efforts to 
describe military operations — marches, battles, 
concentrations, and retreats. But intervals 
have occurred which I have humbly tried to 
utilise by work that is free at least from the 
fresh smell of burning powder ; and it is some 
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of that work which I have gathered up out 
of odd corners and brought together in this 
little volume. I hope that work would have 
been better If it had not been in its nature so 
desultory ; but there is this to be said for it, 
that there is a considerable variety in the sub- 
jects, and that some of the papers illustrate 
unfamiliar themes. Almost all, it should be 
said, are reprints ; and I have to acknowledge 
my obligations to many people, for permission 
to reprint them. 
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MATRIMONY AMONG THE 
BOMBSHELLS. . 

The interval between the declaration of the Franco- 
German war of 1 870- 1, and the " military promenade/' 
at which the poor Prince Imperial received his 
" baptism of fire," was a pleasant lazy time at Saar- 
briick ; to which pretty frontier town I had early 
betaken myself, in the anticipation— which proved 
well founded — that the tide of war would flow that 
way first. What a pity it is that all war cannot be 
like this early phase of it, of which I speak ! It was 
playing at warfare, with just enough of the grim 
reality cropping up occasionally to give the zest 
which the reckless Frenchwoman declared was added 
to a pleasure by its being also a sin. The officers of 
the Hohenzollems — our only infantry regiment in 
garrison — drank their beer placidly under the lime- 
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tree in the market-place, as their men smoked 
drowsily lying among the straw, behind the stacked 
arms ready for use at a moment's notice. The infantry 
patrol skirted the frontier line every morning in the 
gray dawn, occasionally exchanging with little result 
a few shots with the French outposts on the Spicheren, 
or down in the valley bounded by the Schonecken 
wood. The Uhlans, their piebald lance-pennants 
fluttering in the wind, cantered leisurely round the 
crests of the little knolls which formed the vedette 
posts, despising mightily the straggling chassepot 
bullets which were pitched at them from time to time 
in a desultory way; but which, desultory as they 
were, now and then brought lanccrpennant and its 
bearer to the ground — an occurrence invariably 
followed by a little spurt of lively hostility. . 

I had my quarters at the Rheinischer Hof, a right 
comfortable hotel on the St Johann side of the Saar, 
where, most of the Hohenzollern officers frequented 
the table-d*h6te, and where quaint little Max, the 
drollest imp of a waiter imaginable, and pretty 
Fraulein Sophie, the landlord's niece, did all that in 
them lay to contribute to the pleasantness and 
comfort of the house. Not a few pleasant evenings 
have I spent at the table of the long saloon, with the 
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close-cropped, red head of silent and genial Haupt- 
mann von Krehl looming large over the great ice-pail 
with its chevattX'de-frise of long-necked Niersteiner 
bottles ; the worthy Hauptmann supported by blythe 
Lieutenant von KHpphausen, ever ready with the 
'* Wacht am Rhein ; " quaint Dr. Diestelkamp, brim- 
ful of professional recollections of "six and sixty/' 
and as ready to amputate your leg as to crack a joke 
or clink a glass ; gay young Adjutant von Ziilow — 
he who one day brought in from the foreposts a red- 
legged Frenchman a prisoner, across the pommel of 
his saddle ; and many another — over most of whom 
the turf of the Spicheren or the brown earth of the 
Gravelotte plain how lies lightly. 

But although the Rheinischer Hof associates itself in 
my mind with many memories, half-pleasant, half- sad, 
it was not the moist accustomed haunt of the casuals in 
Saarbriick, including myself. Of the waifs and strays 
whicb the war had drifted down to the pretty frontier 
town, the great rendezvous was the Hotel Hagen, at 
the bend of the turn leading from the bridge up to 
the railway-station. The Hagen was a free-and-easy 
place compared with the Rheinischer, and among its 
inmates there was no one who dared call for the British 

brandy-and-water, who could sing a better song than 

B 2 
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manly George— type of the Briton at whom foreigners 
stare, who, ignorant of a word of the language, and 
wholly unprovided with any authorisation save the 
passport headed " Granville George/' and having not 
quite so much business at the seat of war as he might 
have at the bottom of a coal-mine, gravitates into 
danger with inevitable certainty, and tumbles through 
all manner of difficulties and bothers by reason of a 
serene good-humour that nothing can ruffle, and a 
cool resolution before which every obstacle fades 
away. Was there ever a more compositely polyglot 
cosmopolitan than poor young De Liefde — half 
Dutch, half German by birth, an Englishman by 
adoption, a Frenchman in temperament, speaking 
with equal fluency the language of all four countries, 
and an unconsidered trifle of some half-dozen Euro- 
pean languages besides ? Then there was the English 
student from Bonn, who had come down to the front 
accompanied by a terrible brute of a dog, vast, 
shaggy, self-willed, and dirty ; an animal which, so to 
speak, owned his owner, and was so much the horror 
and disgust of everybody, that for his sake the 
company of his master — one of the pleasantest fel- 
lows alive — was the source of general apprehension. 
There was young Silberer, the many-sided and eccen- 
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trie — an Austrian nobleman, a Vienna feuiUetoniste 
and correspondent, a rowing man, a gourmand, ever 
thinking of his stomach, and yet prepared for all the 
roughnesses of the campaign — ^warm-hearted, pas- 
sionate, narrow-minded, capable of sleeping for twenty- 
three out of the twenty-four hours, and the wearer of 
a Scotch cap. There was Kiister, a German journal- 
ist, with an address somewhere in the Downham 

Road ; and Duff, a fellow of College, the strangest 

mixture of nervousness and cool courage I ever saw. 
We were a kind of happy family at the Hagen ; 
the tone of the coterie was that of the easiest intimacy, 
into which every new-comer slid quite naturally. 
Thus when, on the 31st of July, there was a some- 
what sensational arrival, the stolid landlord had not 
turned the gas out in the empty salle, before every- 
body knew and sympathised with the errand of the 
strangers. The party consisted of a plump little girl 
of about eighteen, with a bonny round face and fine 
frank eyes ; her sister, who was some years older ; and 
a brother, the eldest of the three. They had come 
from Bohemia on rather a strange tryst. Little 
Minna Vogt had for her Brdutigam a young Feld- 
webel, of the second battalion of the Hohenzollerns, 
a native of Saarlouis. The battalion quartered there 
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was under orders- tg >oin its. first battalion at Sa^r*- 
briicki . and young' Eckenstein had written to: his 
betrothed to come and meet him there^ that the 
marriage-knot might be tied before he sl^ould-go on 
a campaign from which he might not return. The 
arrangement was certainly -a charming one^^-we 
should have a wedding in the Hagen !r There was. 
no nonsense about .our young Braut. . She told me 
the little story at supper on the night of her arrival 
in the most matter-of-fiact way possible, drank her 
two glasses of red wine, .and went oflF serenely to bed,. 
with a dainty lisping " Schlafen Sie wohl V\ 

While. Minna was .between the sheets in the 
pleasant chamber in the Hagen, her lover was lying 
in bivouac some fifteen miles away* In the afternoon 
of the next day his- battalion approached Saarbriick,. 
and bivouacked about two miles from the town.- Of 
course we . all went out to welcome it ; some bearing 
peace-oflferings of cigars, others the drink-offering of 
potent Schnapps. The Vogt family were left the 
sole inmates of the Hagen, delicacy preventing their 
accompanying us. The German journalist, however^ 
had a cpmmission to find out young Eckenstein, and 
tell him of the bliss" that awaited him two short miles 
away. Right hearty fellows were the officers of the 
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second battalion — from the grizzled Oberst down to 
the smooth-faced junior Lieutenant ; and the men, 
who had been marching and bivouacking for a fort- 
night, looked as fresh as if they had not travelled five 
miles. Kiister soon found the young Feldwebel ; and 
Ihe Hauptmann of his company, when he heard the 
state of the case, smiled a grim but kindly smile, and 
gave him leave for two days, with the proviso that, if 
any hostile action should be taken in the interval, he 
should rejoin the colours immediately, and without 
notice. " No fear of that ! " was Eckenstein's reply, 
with a significant down-glance at his sword ; and 
then, after' a cheery ** good-night *' to the hardy 
bivouackers, we visitors started in triumph on our 
return to the Hagen, the young Feldwebel in our 
midst. It was good to see the unrestraint with Which 
Minna — ^she of the apple face and frank eyes — threw 
herself round the neck of her betrothed, as she met 
him on the steps of the Hagen, and his modest manly 
blush, as he returned the embrace. Ye gods ! didn't 
we make a night of it ! Stolid Hagen came Out of 
his shell for once, and swore Donner Wetter that he 
would give us a supper we should remember ; and he 
kept his word. The good old pastor of the snow- 
white hair and withered cheeks — ^he who had been 
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engaged to perform the ceremony of the morrow — 
we voted into the chair, whether he would or not ; 
and on his right sat Minna and Eckenstein, their 
arms interlacing and whispering soft speeches which 
were not for our ears. The table was covered with 
bottles of Blume der Saar, the champagne peculiar of 
the Hagen ; and the speed with which the full bottles 
were converted into " dead marines " was a caution to 
teetotallers. Then De Liefde the polyglot gave the 
health of the happy couple in a felicitous but com- 
posite speech, in which half-a-dozen languages were 
impartially intermixed, so that all might understand 
at least a portion, George, the jolly, insisted on 
leading off the honours with a truly British " three 
times three;" and that horrible dog of Hyndman's 
gave the time, like a beast as he was, with stentorian 
barkings. Then Minna and her sister retired, fol- 
lowed by Herr Pastor; and after a considerable 
number of more bottles of Blume der Saar had met 
their fate, we formed a procession, and escorted the 
happy Eckenstein to the Rheinischer Hof, where he 
was to sleep. 

Next morning, by eleven, we had all reassembled 
in the second salle of the Hagen. In the great room 
the marriage-breakfast was laid out, and in the 
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kitchen Hagen and his Frau were up to their eyes in 
mystic culinary operations. Minna looked like a rose- 
bud in her pretty low-necked blue dress, and the 
pastor in his cassock helped to the diversity of colour. 
We had done shaking hands, and were forming a 
circle prior to the commencement of the ceremony, 
when young Eckenstein started, and made three 
strides to the open window. His accustomed ear had 
caught a sound which none of us had heard. It was 
the sharp peremptory note of the drum beating the 
Alarm. As it came nearer, and could be no longer 
mistaken, the bright colour went out of poor Minna's 
cheek, and she clung with a brave touching silence to 
her sister. In two minutes more, Eckenstein had his 
helmet on his head and his sword buckled on, and 
then he turned to say farewell to his girl ere he left 
her for the battle. The parting was silent and brief ; 
but the faces of the two were more eloquent than 
words. Poor Minna sat down by the window, strain- 
ing her eyes, as Eckenstein, running at speed, went 
his way to the rendezvous. 

When I got up to the Bellevue, the French were 
streaming in overwhelming force down the slope of 
the Spicheren into the intervening valley. It was a 
beautiful sight ; but I am not going to describe it 
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here. Ere an hour was over, the shells and chassepot 
bullets were sweeping across the Exercise-Platz, and 
it was no longer a safe spot for a non-combatant like 
myself. Before I got back into the Hagen, after pay- 
ing my bill at the Rheinischer and fetching away my 
knapsack, the French guns were on the Exercise- 
Platz. I heard for the first time the angry screech of 
the mitrailleuse, and saw the hailstorm of its bullets 
spattering on the pavement of the bridge. Somehow 
or other the whole of our little coterie had found their 
way into the Hagen ; by a sort of common impulse, I 
imagine. The landlady was already in hysterics — the 
Vogt girls were pale, but plucky. Presently the shells 
began to fly. The Prussians had a gun or two on the 
railway esplanade above us, the fire of which the 
French began to return fiercely. Every shell that fell 
short tumbled in or about the Hagen ; and a company 
of the Hohenzollerns was drawn up in the street in 
front of it, in trying to dislodge which, the French 
could not well miss the Hagen and the houses oppo- 
site. A shell burst in the back-yard, and the landlady 
fainted. Another came crashing in through a first- 
floor window, and, bursting, knocked several bedrooms 
into one. Then we thought it time to get the women 
down into the cellar, — rather a risky undertaking, 
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since the door ^ to- it was in the back-yard. However 
we got them all down in safety, and came up into the 
second salk to watch the course of events. Hagen gave 
a fearful groan as a shell broke into the kitchen behind 
us, and, bursting? in the centre of the stove, sent his 
chefs-d'oeuvre of cookery sputtering in all directions* 
He gave a still deeper groan, as another shell crashed 
into the principal salle and knocked the long table,, 
laid out as it was for the marriage-feast, into a chaos 
of splinters, tablecloth and knives and forks. The 
Restauratiqn Kiiche on the other side was in flames,, 
so was the stable- of the hotel to the left rear. In this 
pleasing situation of affairs, George produced a pack 
of cards, and coolly proposed a game of whist, 
Kiister, De Liefde, and Hyndman joined him ; and 
the game ' proceeded amidst the crashing of the pro- 
jectiles. Silberer and myself took counsel together,, 
and agreed that the occupation of the town by the 
French was only a question of a few hours at latest. 
We were both correspondents ; and although the 
French would do us no harm, our communications 
with our journals would inevitably be stopped — a 
serious contingency to contemplate at the beginning 
of a campaign. We both agreed that evacuation of 
the Hagen was imperative ; — but then, how to get out t 
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The only way was up the esplanade to the railway- 
station, and upon it the French shells were falling and 
bursting in numbers very trying to the nerves. How- 
ever, there was nothing for it but to make a rush 
through the fire ; and saying good-bye to the whist- 
players, we sallied forth. To my disgust, I found that 
Silberer positively refused to make a rush of it. 
Although an Austrian, all his sympathies were Prus- 
sian, and he had the utmost contempt for the French. 
In his broken language his invariable appellation for 
them was " God-daammed Hundsohne ! " and he 
would not run before them at any price. I would 
have run right gladly at top-speed ; but I didn't like 
to run when another man walked, and so he made me 
saunter at the rate of two miles an hour till we got 
under shelter. After a hot walk of several miles we 
reached the Hotel Till in the village of Duttweiler. 

After all, the French, although they might have 
done so, did not occupy Saarbriick; and towards 
evening our friends came dropping into the Hotel 
Till, singly or in pairs. Kuster and George brought 
the Vogts out in a waggon — it was surprising to see 
the coolness and composure of the girls. By night- 
fall we were all reunited, except one unfortunate 
fellow who had been slightly wounded, and whom a 
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Saarbriick doctor had kindly received into his house. 
About nine o'clock, a company of the 2d Hohenzol- 
lern battalion marched into Duttweiler on its retreat 
from Saarbriick, and we were not long in learning 
that it was Eckenstein*s company, and that he was all 
safe. The company was to halt in Duttweiler for the 
night ; and when we heard this, George and Kiister 
swore by Cupid and Hymen that, if it were possible 
anyhow, the interrupted marriage- ceremony should 
yet take place that evening. All entered into the spirit 
of the thing. Minna, like Barkis, was "willinV and 
Eckenstein was eager. The Duttweiler pastor was 
routed out, and by eleven o'clock Minna Vogt had 
become Minna Eckenstein. Next morning, by seven 
o'clock, the young Feldwebel and his company were 
two miles forward on the road to the general rendez- 
vous at Lebach. We were all up to see the start, and 
gave our young friend a hearty cheer, after George's 
monster flask had gone the round, and we had all 
shaken him by the hand and wished him well. In 
the course of the day the Vogts left for Saarlouis, to 
abide there with the kindred of Eckenstein till the 
war was over. 

On the 6th of August came the Prussian recapture 
of Saarbriick and the desperate storm of the Spicheren. 
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The 40th was the regiment to which was assigned the 
place of honour in the preliminary recapture of the 
Exercise-Platz height, Kameke rode up the winding 
road to the Bellevue ; and then came the march 
across the broad valley and, after much bloodshed, the 
final storm of the Spicheren, in which the 40th occu- 
pied about the left centre of the Prussian advance. 
Three times did the blue wave surge up the green 
steep, to be beaten back three times by the terrible 
gale of fire that roared down upon it from above. 
Yet a fourth time it clambered up again, and this time 
It lipped the brink and poured over the entrenchment 
at the top. But I am not describing the battle. 

When it was over, or at least when it had drifted 
away across the farther plateau, I followed on in the 
1)road wake of dying and dead which the advance had 
left. The familiar faces of the Hohenzollerns were all 
around me ; but either still in death or writhing with 
the torture of wounds. About the centre of the 
valley lay the genial Hauptmann von Krehl — more 
silent than ever now; for a bullet had gone right 
through that red head of his, and he would never 
more quafif of the Neirsteiner ; neither would Lieu- 
tenant von Klipphausen ever again stir the blood of 
the sons of the fatherland with the " Wacht am 
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Rhein/' — ^he lay dead close by the first spur of the 
slope — what of him at least a bursting shell had left. 
On a little flat half-up sat quaint Dr. Diestelcamp, 
like Mark Tapley, jolly under difficulties ; by his side 
lay a man who had bled to death, as the good doctor 
explained to me. While he had been applying the 
tourniquet, under a hot fire, his right arm had been 
broken ; and before he could pull himself up and go 
to the rear, another bullet had found its billet in his 
thigh. There the little man sat, contentedly smoking 
till somebody would be good enough to. come and 
take him away. Von Ziilow too — he of the gay laugh 
and sprightly countenance — was on his back a little 
higher up, with a bullet through the chest. I heard 
the ominous sound of the escaping air, as I raised him 
to give him a drink from my flask. What needs it to 
become diffuse as to the terrible sights that steep, 
and the plateau above it, presented on this beautiful 
summer evening ? It was farther on the right, in 
ground more broken with gullies and ravines^ that the 
2d battalion of the Hohenzollems had gone up ; and 
I wandered along there amid the carnage, ekeing out 
the contents of my flask as far as I could ; and when 
the wounded had exhausted the brandy in it, filling it 
up with water and still toiling on in a task that 
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seemed endless. At last, in a sitting posture, his back 
against a hawthorn-tree in one of the grassy ravines, I 
saw one whom I thought I recognised. " Eckenstein !" 
I cried as I ran forward, — for the posture was so natural 
that I could not but think he was alive. Ah me ! no 
answer came:— the gallant young Feldwebel was 
dead — shot through the throat. He had not been 
killed outright by the fatal bullet ; the track was 
apparent by the blood on the grass, where he had 
crawled to the hawthorn-tree against which I found 
him. His head had fallen forward on his chest, and 
his right hand was pressed against his left breast. I 
saw something white in the hollow of the hand, and 
easily moved the arm, for he was yet warm : — it was 
the photograph of the little girl whom he had married 
but three short days before — the frank eyes looked up 
at me from the portrait with a merry unconsciousness ; 
and the face of the photograph was spotted with the 
life-blood of the young soldier. 

I sent the death-token to Saarlouis by post to the 
young widow. God knows whether she ever received 
it, for all the address I knew was Saarlouis. Ecken- 
stein I saw buried with two officers in a soldiers 
grave under the hawthorn. Anyone taking the ascent 
up the fourth ravine, Forbach-ward from the bluff of 
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the Spicheren looking over to the Bellevue, may 
easily find it, about half-way up. It may be recog- 
nised by the wooden cross bearing the rude inscrip- 
tion : " Hier ruhen in Gott 2 Officiere, I Feldwebel, 
40"*^ Hohenzol. Fus. Regt." 



AN EVENING PARTY AMONG 

THE NAVVIES. 



oo- 



It came in the way of my work some time ago to 
visit a colony of navvies engaged in the construction 
of the new line of railway then in course of being 
constructed between Settle and Carlisle. The head- 
quarters of this scattered colony were on the slope ot 
an outlying buttress of Ingleborough Hill, at the foot 
of which is a deep hole in the limestone, whence issues 
the headwaters of the Ribble. From some old legend 
of a suicide, this wild and savage place bears the 
curious name of Batty-wife-hole. Three or four hun- 
dred navvies were housed in the wooden huts, covered 
with black felting, that had been set down at hap- 
hazard on to the slope above the river-head, and there 
were various settlements bearing outlandish names 
bestowed upon them by the navvies themselves. 
Inkerman, Sebastopol, Belgravia, Jericho, Salt Lake 
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City — all these; could . be reached with : no greater 
exertion than half an hour s -wade through the deep, 
treacherous oozy- bog of which much of the -moorland 
is composed. True, when reached, they were not 
•much to look at, but they .were racy .of phases of that 
curious half-savage navvy' life, which has in it so much 
.that is interesting to the student of the bye-tracks ;of 
human life. 

While staying in Batty-wife^hole, I became ac- 
quainted with a family which I shall call Pollen. 
The father had been a navvy in his earlier days; 
but having saved a Jittle money, had set up a tommy- 
shop, and was niaking maney. His wife was a robust^ 
powerful, purposeful dame, of immense energy, con- 
siderable surface-roughness, and real genuine kind- 
liness of heart: During my stay, I was indebted to 
this burly navv>^ woman for several good turns, in 
connection with which there could ^ be na thought of 
self-interest. There was a married daughter who 
lived in a caravan at the gable of the parental hut, 
and there were two unmarried daughters, one an 
extremely pretty girl of about twenty, the other con-^ 
siderably younger^ 

Pollen had taken a letter for me down to Ingleton, 

and in the afternoon I looked in to see whether he 

c 2 
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had come back. His good lady reported his non- 
arrival, adding — " Afore we corned here, we were on 
the * Surrey and Sussex ; ' and this morning, Betsy 
Smith, a lass as my daughter knowed there, comed 
here to see her mother, as is married on old Recks ; 
and my girls, they be to have a holiday for to spend 
wi' their old friend. Well, I bid them tighten them- 
selves up a bit, and tak' a basket, and go to the top 
of Ingleborough Hill, the three on em, for a day's 
'scursion like ; and when they'd come back, Fd Jiave 
tea waitin' an' a cake, and I'd get in a bottle or two 
of wine, and we'd make a bit of a feast on't, you see, 
sir, for the lasses mayn't see one another no more in 
this here life." It seemed as if I had achieved the 
footing of a friend of the family ; and Mrs. Pollen 
invited me, "if I would not think it beneath me," 
to look in and participate in the modest festivities 
of the evening. Beneath me ! Why, it was the very 
thing I desired. 

The navvy population of Batty-wife-hole do not 
keep fashionable hours. Half-past five was the hour 
named by Mrs. Pollen, and I was punctual. As I 
came up the road from the " Chum-hole," through 
Inkerman, to the mansion of the Pollens, the face of 
the swamp in the watery twilight was alive with 
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navvies on their way home from work. They stalked 
carelessly through the most horrid clinging mire. 
What thews and sinews, what stately, stalwart forms, 
what breadth of shoulder and shapely development of 
muscle were displayed by these home-coming sons of 
toil ! The navvy is a very rough diamond ; but when 
you come to mix with him familiarly, and to under-, 
stand him, you come to realise that he is a diamond. 
His character has never been more accurately deline- 
ated than in the words which I venture to quote, 
written by an engineer who knows him to his very 
marrow. "The English navvy has his bad points. 
Very bad points they are, no doubt, but, as a rule, 
they have all a common origin. The fountain of all, 
or almost all, the troubles of an English employer of 
this description of labour is the ale-can. But with 
these bad points there are many elements of the true 
pith and ring of the English character. Industry 
like that of the bee-hive ; sturdy toil such as that 
which was commanded by the builders of the Pyramids, 
or the brick-building kings of Nineveh; firm fellowship 
and good feeling, evinced in subscriptions to sick 
funds and doctors* bills ; clear-headed application of 
labour to produce a definite result ; above all, a sense 
of the right that man and master alike have to fair- 
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play and honest dealing ; all these virtues are to be 
found in the kit of the navvy. He is a man with 
whom there is some satisfaction in working, and 
a man as to whom you can attribute any failure 
in the attempt to elevate him into a position of 
permanent comfort and respectability not to any 
inherent infirmity of nature, but to want of early 
training, and to the potent influence of strong drink." 
The "lasses" had got down from Ingleborough 
Hill, and were seated round the huge coal-fire in 
Mrs. Pollen's keeping-room. It was a state occasion ; 
and the six navvies, who were lodgers, were rele- 
gated to their own sleeping apartment, where I found 
Mr. Pollen, slightly the fresher from his journey to 
Ingleton, having his hair cut by one of his lodgers 
prior to entering the sphere of gentility in the other 
room. Mrs. Pollen was painfully polite, and her 
notions of my capacities for rashers of bacon eaten 
along with buttered toast must have been based on 
her experience of navvies. The young ladies were at 
first slightly bashful, but Ingleborough air had given 
their appetite a beautiful fillip. Mr. Pollen was 
benignly jocose, with a slight tendency to hiccup. 
After tea, he entertained me with an historical account 
of Batty-wife-hole, from his first appearance in a 
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van on its soil, exactly three years previous. Shortly 
afterwards, he said, ** some chaps came dow:n to make 
experimental borings, and they had to bide wi' us 
in the wan, for there were nowheres else to bide. 
All that winter there were ten of us living in that 
wan, and a tight fit it were, surely. Of a night I used 
to have to stand by it for half an hour with the bull's- 
eye as a guide to the men home-coming through the 
waste. Sometimes one would stick, and his mates 
would have to dig him out ; there were two chain o' 
knee-deep water four times a day for the fellows 
atween their meat and their work. 

" It Were a winter ! The snow lay on the backs of 
the hill-sheep for two months at a stretch, and many 
on *em were frozen as hard as a chip. But we got 
over it somehow ; and in the spring. Recks and me 
built this cottage, and the works begun in fair earnest. 
There's been a good many deaths — ^what with ac- 
cidents, low fevers, small-pox, and so on. IVe buried 
three o' my own. Fm arter a sort the undertaker o' 
the place. You passed the little church down at 
Chapel-a-dale, near the head of the valley. Well, in 
the three years Tve toted over a hundred of us down 
the hill to the little churchyard lying round the 
church. T' other day I had toted one poor fellow 
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down — he were hale and hearty on Thursday, and on 
Tuesday he were dead o' erinsipalis ; and I says to 
the clerk as how I thought I had toted well nigh on 
to a hundred down over the beck to Chapel-a-dale. 
He goes, and has a look at his books, and comes out, 
and says, says he: *Joe, youVe fetched to t* kirkyawd 
xackly a hundred and ten corps ! ' I knowed I 
warn't far out. They've had to add a piece on to t* 
churchyard, for it were chock-full. And there were 
one poor fellow I toted down the hill as don't lie in 
Chapel-a-dale. It were the first summer we were 
here, and a cutting had been opened outside the 
Dents-head end of the tunnel. Five men were 
in a heading as was being driven in along the 
track of the tunnel. There came on such a fearful 
thunderstorm as nobody hereabout ever saw the 
like afore or since. The end of the cutting was 
stopped up, and the water came tearing down the 
hillsides into it, and soon filled it like the lock of a 
canal. The chaps in the heading were caught afore 
they could get out ; as the water rose, three swam 
into the cutting, and tried to scramble out. As the 
water rose, they got on a wagon that was in the 
heading, and tried to prop themselves up between 
some barrels that were on it. We could just see one. 
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the tallest on the two — ^the face of him just above the 
water, and his hands held afore his mouth, to fend off 
the water that came lipping over him every now and 
then. He could get no higher for the head of the 
working, and it was horrible to see him. But we 
were tearing like mad at the bank of earth that was 
blocking the cutting, and at last we got a hole 
jumped through it, and then the water soon found its • 
own vent, and emptied the cutting. The shorter of 
the two men in the heading were drownded, and his 
mouth stopped up wi' clay. He came from Kingscliffe 
in Northamptonsheer, hard by my own native place; 
and I got a coffin for the poor chap, and toted him 
down to Ingleton, and sent him home by the railway." 
I don't know to what greater length Mr. Pollen's 
gossiping reminiscences might have extended, if they 
had not been interrupted by a tap at the door com- 
municating with the room inhabited by the navvy 
lodgers. Sundry smothered and gasping squeakings 
of a fiddle had been audible lately from that apart- 
ment, the sounds being suggestive of the existence of 
an assertive and pertinacious violin, upon which the 
navvies were collectively sitting, sternly determined 
that while they lived, it should not violate the deco- 
rous quiet incumbent on lodgers whose respected host 
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and hostess were entertaining visitors. The "lasses," 
I had noticed, were yawning a little after tea, as if 
the hill-air of Ingleborough had induced a somni- 
ferous tendency. As the tap was heard at the door, 
a glance of mutual intelligence and a smile of satis- 
faction passed round the younger ladies, and in truth 
Mrs. Pollen herself did not frown as she called, 
^* Come in." Enter a stalwart navvy, whose powerful 
frame contrasted comically with his shamefaced coun 
tenance. He was blushing from ear to ear, yet there 
was a twinkle in the big black eye of the good-looking 
fellow that might speak of a consciousness he was not 
altogether taking a leap in the dark. He bore a 
message from the navvy brotherhood in the other 
room. He craved humbly of " Mother Pollen " that 
he and they should be admitted to participate in the 
festivities of the evening, whereunto they engaged to 
contribute by instrumental and vocal music, replen- 
ishment of the refreshments utterly regardless of cost, 
and good behaviour. Pollen pronounced at once for 
their admission. Mrs. Pollen only stipulated for 
order ; and the navvies trooped solemnly in, and 
seated themselves on the extreme edge of a form. 
Mrs. Pollen helped them to wine, of which all cere- 
moniously partook ; and then the black-eyed navvy 
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took Mrs. Pollen aside, an interview which resulted in 
the introduction of a pail of strong ale and a bottle of 
whisky. The navvies were a decided acquisition. 
First, the black-eyed navvy played a lively spring on 
his fiddle. I may remark, that he had imperceptibly 
edged off the form, and had dexterously taken up 
new ground between Miss Pollen and the lass from 
the " Surrey and Sussex." Then Tom Purgin sang 
My Pretty Jane, Mr. Purgin was a smart ruddy- 
faced young fellow with black curling hair, and the 
physical development of a Hercules. " Tom is the 
best man on this section," whispered Pollen to me. 
A dance followed — something between a reel and an 
Irish jig — in which the black-eyed navvy immensely 
distinguished himself by playing and dancing at 
the same time ; while the noise his big boots made 
in the double-shufHe was a Terpsichorean triumph 
that may be imagined, but cannot be described* 
The beer-pail was replenished, the ladies were 
radiant with good -humour and enjoyment, the 
navvies were making themselves as agreeable as 
possible, and the evening altogether was passing 
most hilariously. 

The " Surrey and Sussex " lass was suddenly inter- 
rupted in the middle of a song by a loud knock at 
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the outer door. Mrs. Pollen rose, and admitted a 
stranger, a big navvy in working-dress. This worthy 
had no card, but he "named himself* as the "Wel- 
lingborough Pincer." At a glance one could see that 
the " Wellingborough Pincer " was not quite so sober 
as he necessarily would have been if intoxicating 
beverages had never been invented. He was a new- 
comer at Batty-wife-hole, having only arrived that 
day ; and being a Northamptonshire man, he had 
come to pay a visit to his " townie,'' as he had learned 
Mr. Pollen was. On Pollen the ties of " townieship " 
are binding ; he hailed the " Wellingborough Pincer " 
with effusion ; and that individual soon made himself 
extremely at home, resorting with marked freedom 
and frequency to the beer-can. Our own navvies 
were obviously chafing at the goings-on of the 
"Pincer," restraining themselves, however, for the 
sake of peace. His conduct was obviously leading to 
a shindy; and when he put his arm impudently 
round the waist of the " Surrey and Sussex " lass, 
nothing was more certain than that the affair, to 
quote Captain Marryat, " would end in a blow up." 
Mrs. Pollen had been absent for some time, engaged 
in serving some customers ; but just at this crisis she 
came upon the scene, and comprehended its bearings 
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with a quickness which may have been owing to in- 
tuition, but perhaps more to experience. To resolve, 
with Mrs. Pollen, was to act. In two strides she had 
the " Wellingborough Pincer " by the scruff of the 
neck, and was bundling him towards the door. He 
struggled a little, but Mrs. Pollen pinioned him with 
a vice-like grasp, and with a promptitude and dex- 
terity which won my heartiest admiration, accom- 
plished his ejection. I rather think she threw him 
out ; anyhow, there was a sound as of a heavy body 
falling ; and returning to the bosom of her family, 
she forbade any of " her men " from following the 
" Pincer " into the darkness whereunto she had rele- 
gated him. Harmony recommenced ; the black-eyed 
navvy and I became confidential ; and he told me 
how he had loved Miss Pollen for a considerable 
period, how they " had squared it together," and how 
he only wished that her father had another van in 
which they might take up housekeeping. In the midst 
of this interesting conversation, the " Wellingborough 
Pincer" reappeared on the scene. Mrs. Pollen had 
not bolted the door, and he had entered, bent on 
apologising all round, and expressing his heartfelt 
repentance for his conduct. It struck me at the time 
that the leading motive for the " Pincer's " apparent 
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contrition was..a keen, anxiety to return to the neigh- 
bourhood of the beer-rpail ; but he appeared sincere, 
and his expressions ;of sorrow were graciously acr 
cepted. He made the most of his time, and it was a 
caution to see what quantities of beer that man con** 
trived to swallow. But he was an ill-conditioned dog 
in his cups. Without the slightest warning, he sudr 
denly hit Tom Purgin in the eye. It was good to 
see that honest fellow's power of self-restraint. " It 
will keep till .to-morrow," he said, with a pleasant 
smile, as he wiped some blood from the cut cheeks 
bone. This was Tom's own quarrel, and in Jiis 
own quarrel, he would not brawl, in the presence 
of the women. . But the blow had cut short the 
"Pincer's" stay under Mr. Pollens roof.. Again 
Mrs. Pollen was upon him ; again that determined 
and powerful female grappled him, dragged him 
across the floor,, and sent him forth from the door. 
Enlightened by experience, she this time shot the 
bolt. 

But this "Wellingborough Pincer'' was an incor- 
rigible and indomitable nuisance. He would not 
retire quietly after this his second ejection. He 
picked himself up, and commenced a persistent ham- 
mering on the dooifs and window shutters of the hut, 
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accompanying this exercise with a voluble flow of 
execration of the people who were inside. With 
difficulty did Mrs; Pollen restrain her navvie3 froni 
sallying out and inflicting condign punishment on the 
incorrigible "Pincer." But it was reserved for Pollen 
himself to vindicate the proud principle that an 
Englishman's house is his castle. Rising (with 
some little difficulty) from his seat, he oracularlyr 
pronounced the monosyllable " Joe ! " At the word 
there emerged from under the, table a powerfully built 
bulldog, whose broad chest, strong loins, muscular 
neck, and massive jaw, gave evidence of strength and 
purity of blood, as did the small red eye of uncon- 
querable ferocity. Silently Pollen moved to the door 
with Joe at his heels. He threw it open just as the 
*' Pincer " had commenced to rain on it a fresh shower 
of blows. " Here, Joe ! " was all Pollen's reply to 
the volley of execrations that greeted him. There 
was a dull thud of a heavy fall, a gurgling noise, and 
at Pollen's word, " Come, Joe ! " the dog reappeared, 
sententiously wagging his tail. The door was shut^ 
and the " Wellingborough Pincer " demonstrated no 
more against it. 

After a parting glass I withdrew from the festive 
scene, declining with thanks the offers of Tom Purgin 
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and the black-eyed navvy to see me home. I exa- 
mined the precincts carefully, out of what was perhaps 
a weak apprehension that the " Pincer " might be lying 
about somewhere, mangled, helpless, and perhaps 
indeed throttled. But that worthy was " gone and left 
not a wrack behind," and I sought my couch with equa- 
nimity. A day or two later Mr. Pollen called on me, 
and told me that he had received a summons at the 
instance of the " Wellingborough Pincer." Rather, 
indeed, there were two summonses, one for selling 
drink without a licence, the other for setting a dog at 
that interesting gentleman. Mr. Pollen was game for 
litigation, and would hear of no compromise. The 
" Pincer " had called upon him that morning, and 
expressed his readiness to stay proceedings, on condi- 
tion that the dog were shot, adding, that the doctor 
had assured him, were this not done, that his — the 
Pincer's — arm must inevitably be amputated. Mr. 
Pollen had requested him to go about his business, 
and was ready to face the magistrates in the serene 
consciousness of virtue. 

I left the place before this cause cdkbre was tried ; 
but I subsequently heard its leading incidents. Mr. 
Pollen drove to Ingleton with his wife and his two 
witnesses, Mr. Purgin and the black-eyed navvy. The 
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*' Pincer " stated his case, and summoned a witness 
who saw him worried by the dog. Then Mr. Pollen 
arose and pleaded his own cause. He cited his wife 
to prove that she sold no drink, but that the whole 
affair was her " treat " in honour of the " Surrey and 
Sussex " lass. The magistrates asked particularly 
whether it was in defence of his own premises that 
Pollen had called in the assistance of the dog, and on 
being assured that this was so, gave judgment against 
the " Pincer " on both counts, condemning him also 
in costs. On the way home, the Pollen conveyance, 
which contained, in addition to the load it had 
brought down, the Pincer's witness, was upset in the 
ditch, owing, it was hinted, to the collective inebriety 
of the passengers, but ultimately reached Batty-wife- 
hole, and a triumphal entry was accorded to the 
Pollens. The " Wellingborough Pincer " returned to 
work a wiser if not a better man, but he was exe- 
crated by the whole community for having imported 
legal proceedings into a colony where the policeman 
lived in a sort of contemptuous toleration. Hints were 
uttered that his career at Batty-wife-hole would be a 
short one. The " Wellingborough Pincer " was last 
seen in the neighbourhood of a deep blind shaft, that 
had been excavated to divert the water from the 
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workings in the tunnel. He may have suddenly 
migrated, but there are not wanting those who darkly 
hint that an exploration of the shaft would disclose 
the fact of his being in the immediate vicinity of its 
bottom. 



THE PARADE OF THE COM- 
MISSIONAIRES. 

— »o:^o* 

On a Sunday morning in early June, just before the 
church bells begin to ring, there is wont to be held the 
annual general parade and inspection of the Corps of 
Commissionaires, on the enclosed grass plot by the 
margin of the ornamental water in St James's Park. 
On the ground, and accompanying the Inspecting 
Officer on his tour through the opened ranks, there 
are always not a few veteran officers, glad by their 
presence on such an occasion to countenance and 
recognise their humbler comrades in arms in by- 
gone war-dramas enacted elsewhere than within 
hearing of the chimes of London Sunday bells. No 
scene could be imagined presenting a more practical 
confutation of the ignorant calumny that the British 
army is composed of the froth and the dregs of the 
British nation, and that there exists no entente cordialc 
between British soldiers and their officers. It is good 
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to see how the face kindles of the veteran guardsman 
at the sight and the kindly greeting of Sir Charles 
Russell. Doubtless the honest private's thoughts 
go back to that misty morning on the slopes of 
Inkerman, when officer and private stood shoulder to 
shoulder in the fierce press, and there rang again in 
his ears the cheer with which the Guards greeted the 
act of valour by the performance of which the baronet 
won the Victoria Cross. There is a feeling deeper 
than a mere formality in the half-dozen words that 
pass between Sir William Codrington and the old 
soldier of the 7th Royal Fusiliers, to whom the gal- 
lant general showed the way up to the Russian front, 
through the shot-torn vineyards on the slopes of the 
Alma. When one feeble old ex-warrior is smitten 
suddenly on parade with a palsied faintness, it is on 
the yet stalwart arm of his old chief that he totters 
out of the ranks, and the twain do not part till the 
superior has exacted a pledge that his humble ex- 
subordinate shall call upon him on the morrow, 
with a view to medical advice and strengthening 
comforts. 

Notwithstanding that in the true old martial spirit 
it shows what in the Service is known as a good 
front, it is not a very athletic or puissant cohort this, 
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that stands on parade here on the grass, within hear- 
ing of the church bells. The grizzled old soldiers, 
sooth to say, look rather the worse for wear. There 
is a decided shortcoming among them of the proper 
complement of limbs, and one at least, in speaking of 
the battle-fields he had seen, might with truth echo 
the old soldier in Burns*s " Jolly Beggars " ; 

And there I left for witness a leg and an arm. 

They carry no weapons ; to some may belong the 
knowledge only of the obsolete " Brown Bess" manual 
exercise ; and not many have been so recently on active 
service as to have learnt the handling of the modern 
breechloader. On the whole a battered, fossil, maimed 
array of superannuated fighting men, scarcely fitted 
to shine in the new tactics of the "swarm-attack" by 
which the battles of the future are to be won or lost. 
But you cannot jibe at the worn old soldiers as " lean 
and slippered pantaloons." Look how truly, with 
what instinctive intuition, the dressing is taken up at 
the word of command ; note how the old martial 
carriage comes back to the most dilapidated when 
the adjutant calls his command to "attention." Age 
and wounds have not quenched the fighting spirit of 
the o!d soldiers; there is not a man of them but 
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would, did the need arise, ** clatter on his stumps to 
the sound of the drum." There are few breasts in 
those ranks that are not decorated with medals. In 
very truth the parade is a record of British campaigns 
for the last thirty years. Among the thicket of 
medals on the bosom of this broken old light dragoon 
note the one bearing the legend, " Cabul, 1842,'' within 
the laurel wreath. Its wearer was a trooper in the 
famous " rescue " column. The skeletons of Elphin- 
stone's hapless force littered the slopes of the Tezeen 
valley, up which the squadron in which he rode 
charged straight for the State tent of the. splendid 
demon Akbar Khan. He rode behind Campbell at 
the battle of Punniar, and won there that star of 
silver and bronze which hangs from the famous 
" rainbow " ribbon. " Sutlej " is the legend on another 
of his medals, and he could recount to you the 
memorable story of Thackwell's cavalry operations 
against the Sikh field works, and how that division 
of seasoned horsemen reduced outpost duty to a 
methodical science. "Punjab" medals for Cough's 
campaign of 1848-9 are scattered up and down the 
ranks. The sword cut athwart this wiry old trooper's 
cheek he got in the hot m^l^e of Ramnuggur, where 
a certain Brigadier Colin Campbell, whom men knew 
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afterwards .as Lord Clyde, found it hard work £o' hold 
hts own, and where the* gallant Cureton-^the "fair-* 
haired boy of the Peninsula "-^fell at the head of his 
light horsemen as they crashed into the heart of four 
thousand : Sikhs. His neighbour took part in the 
^torm of Mooltan, and saw stout, calm-pulsed Sergeant 
John Bennet, of the ist Bombay Fusiliers^ plant the 
British ensign on the crest of the breach; and quietly 
stand by it there, supporting it in the tempest of shot 
and shell, till the storming party , had- made that 
breach their own. .: This old soldier of ithe 24th can 
tell you ofi the butchery of his regiment atChillian- 
wallah ; haw . Brooks went down betwe^ the Sikh 
guns, how. Brigadier FeiMiycuick was killed out 'to the 
front, and how his $Qn> a- beardless ensign, maddened 
by the s^ht of the mangling of his fa4iier's body, 
rushed out and .fought agaimt all comers over 'the 
corpse, tilL the lad fell dead on his dead father; how 
on that ;terrible day the loss of the 24th was 13 
officers killed, 10 wounded, and 497 men killed and 
wounded ; and how the issue of the bloody combat 
might have been very different but for the display on 
the part of Colin Campbell, of " that steady coolness 
and military decision for which he was so remark- 
able." Scarcely a great show on a troop horse would 
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this bent and gnarled old I2th Lancer make to-day, 
but he and his fellows rode right well on the day for 
which he wears this " Cape " medal, with the blue and 
orange ribbon, and the lion and mimosa bush on the 
reverse. Because of its prickles the Boers call the 
mimosa the "wait a bit" thorn, but there was no 
thought of waiting a bit among the I2th Lancers at 
the Berea, when they charged the savage Basutos and 
captured their chief Moshesh. This one-armed vete- 
ran of the Royal Fusiliers was left lying wounded in 
the Great Redoubt on the Russian slope of the Alma 
when the terrible fire of grape and musketry forced 
Codrington's brigade of the Light Division tempo- 
rarily to give ground after it had struggled so valiantly 
up the rugged broken banks, and through the hail- 
storm of fire that swept through the vineyards. This 
still stalwart man was one of the 19 sergeants of the 
33rd — the Duke of Wellington's own— r-who were 
either killed or wounded in defence of the colours on 
the same bloody but glorious day. A few files further 
down the rank stands an old 93rd man. The ci-devant 
Sutherland Highlander was one of that "thin red 
line '' that disdained to form square when the Russian 
troopers rode in their masses at the kilted men on 
Balaclava day. He heard Colin Campbells stern 
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repressive rebuke — " Ninety-third, ninety-third, damn 
all that eagerness ! " when the hotter spirits of the 
regiment would fain have broken ranks, and met the 
Russians half way with the cold steel ; he saw the 
Scotch wife chastise the fugitive Turks with her 
tongue and her frying-pan. Speak to his tall, 
shaggy neighbour of the "bonny Jocks," and you 
will call up a flush of pleasure on the harsh-featured 
Scottish face ; for he was a trooper in the Greys on 
that self-same Balaclava day when the avalanche of 
Russian horsemen, gliding off the face of the Sutherland 
men, thundered down upon the heavy brigade. He was 
among those who heard, and with sternly rapturous 
anticipation obeyed Scarlet's calm-pitched, far-sound- 
ing order, " Left wheel into line ! " He was among 
those who, when the trumpeters had sounded the 
charge, strove in vain by dint of spur to overtake the 
gallant old chief with the long white moustache as he 
rode foremost in the foe with the dashing Elliot and 
the burly Shegog on either hand of him ; he was 
among those who, as they hewed and hacked their way 
through the press, heard, already from the further 
side of the miUe^ the stentorian adjuration of big 
Adjutant Miller, as, standing up in his stirrups, the 
burly Scot shouted, *' Rally, rally on me, ye muckle 
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^^1" Mightily knocked about has been this man 

with the empty, sleeve, but he does not belie the 
familiar soubriquet of his -old rcgiaieiit ; henias one 
of the " Diehards," a title well earned by the 57th on 
the bloody height of Albuera^ and it was under their 
colours that he lost his arm on Inkerman morning. 
There is quite a little regiment of men who were 
wounded in the ** trenches" or the Redan. There is 
no "19" now on the buttons of this scarred veteran, 
but the^ number was there when he folk)wed Massey 
and Moles worth into the hell-abyss of the Redan 
on the day when so much good English Wood was 
wasted. Shoulder to shouldier now, a^ oft of yore, 
stand two old soldiers pf the BuffS) both of whom 
went down in the same assault ; and an umwhile 
bugler of. the Perthshire Greybreeks, " .minds the 
day" well also by reason of the wound that has 
crippled him fprlife. As he stands on parade i this 
calm Sabbath morning, that maimed man of the 60th 
Rifles can remember another and a very different 
Sabbath — the loth of May, 1857, ^^ Meerut — day and 
place of the first outburst of the Mutiny ; a fell 
Sabbath of burning, slaughter, and dismay, of dis- 
regard of sex, age, and rank, of fierce brutality, and 
of nameless agony. His was one of the rifles whose 



The Parade of t/tel C&mmissionaires. 43 

1,1 . I J I u , ■ - I -— n I - I - - - - ■ 

fire, in the assault of Delhi, covered the desperate 
duty of blowing open the Cashmere Gate, performed 
with so methodical calmness by Home, Salkeld, and 
Burgess; and he was among his fellows of the ist 
battalion who, when the hour had come for a rush to 
close quarters, followed Reid and Muter over the 
breastwork at the end of the serai of Kiesengunge. 
Proud, yet their pride dashed by sadness, must be the 
soldiering memories of : this stout northman, erstwhile 
a front rank man in the old Ross-shire Buffs, a 
reginjent ever true to its noble Celtic niotto of 
Ciiidkhn RhL At Kooshab, in , the 3hort:but 
brilliant Persian War^ he .fought in the same field 
whereon JMalcoimson earned the < Victoria Cross by 
one of the most gallant acts for which that guerdon 
of valour ever has been . accorded. He was in 
Mackenzie's company at Cawnpore when the High- 
landers, 3tirred. by the wild strains of the pibroch 
music, rushed upon the Nana's battery at the angle 
of die mango tope with the irresistible fury of one of 
their own mountain torrents in spate. And next day 
he was among those who; with drawn ghastly faces 
and scared eyes, looked into that fearful well, filled to 
the lip with the mangled corpses of British women 
^nd children. He was one of those who, standing by 
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that well, pledged the oath administered by the 
bareheaded Rosshire sergeant over the long, heavy- 
tress of auburn hair which a demon's tulwar had 
severed from the head of an Englishwoman, that 
while strong arm and trusty steel lasted, to no living 
thing of the accursed race should quarter be accorded. 
And he was one of those who, having battled their 
way over the Charbagh Bridge, having threaded 
the bullet-torn path to the Kaiserbagh, and forced for 
themselves a passage up to the embrasures by the 
Bailey Guard Gate, melted from the stem fierceness 
of the fray when the siege-wom women and children 
in the Residency ot Lucknow sobbed out upon their 
necks blessings for the deliverance. His rear-rank man 
is an ex-Bengal Fusilier, wounded once at Sobraon- 
wallah, again at Pegu, and a third time at Delhi. 
He will not be ofTended if you hail him as one of the 
" old Dirty-shirts ; " for it was in honourable dis* 
regard of appearances, as they toiled night and day 
in the trenches of Delhi, that the regiment, which 
now in the Queen's service is numbered loi, gained 
the soubriquet. Time and space fail one to tell a 
tithe of the stories of valour and hardship linked in 
the medals and wounds borne by men on this un- 
ostentatious parade — a parade the members of which 
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have shed their blood on the soil of every quarter of 
the globe. The minutest military annals scarcely 
name some of the obscure combats in which men 
here to-day have fought and bled. This man des- 
perately wounded at Najou, near Shanghai ; that 
one wounded in two places at Owna, in Persia ; this 
one with a sleeve emptied at Aroga, in Abyssinia — 
who among us remember aught^ if, indeed, we have 
ever heard, of Najou, Owna, or Aroga .^ On the 
breast of this bent, hoary old man, note these strange 
emblems, the Cross of San Fernando and the Order 
of the Tower and Sword. Their wearer is a relic of 
the British Legion in the Carlist war of 1837, and 
they were won under brave old De Lacy Evans at 
the siege of Bilbao. 

Over the modest portals of the Commissionaire Bar- 
racks in the Strand might well be inscribed the legend, 
" To all the military glories of Britain." But just as 
we have barely a decade ago seen the pride of a palace 
in another land, on whose facade is a kindred inscription, 
abased by the occupation of a foreign conqueror, so 
there was a time when the living emblems of Britain's 
military glory were wont to undergo much humiliation 
and adversity when their career of soldiering had 
come to a close. Germany recompenses her veterans 
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by according them, as a right, reputable civilian 
employ when they have served their time as soldiers ; 
the custom of Britain, on the contrary, has been to 
leave her scarred and war-worn soldiers to their own 
resources, and a pension on which to live is impossible. 
We were always ready enough to feel a glow of pride 
at the achievements of our arms ; but till lately we 
were prone to reckon the individual soldier as a social 
pariah, and to regard the fact of a man's having 
served in the ranks as a brand of discredit. To this 
estimate, it must be allowed, the ex^soldier himself 
very often contributed not a little. . Destitute of a 
future, and often debarred by wounds or by broken 
health from any laborious industrial employment, he 
made the most of the present ; and his idea of making 
the most of the future not unfrequently took the 
form~ of beer and shiftlessncss. Recognising the 
disadvantages that bore so hard on the deserving 
old soldier, recognising, too, in the words of the late 
Sir John Burgoyne, that "there are many qualities 
peculiar to the soldier and sailor, and imbibed by him 
in the ordinary course of his service, which, added to 
good character and conduct, may render such men 
more eligible than others for various services in civil 
life." Captain Edward Walter founded the Corps of 
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Commissionaires. That organization, beginning with 
seven men, has now a strength of over five hundred, 
and its ranks are still open to all the eligible recruits 
who choose to come forward. The Commissionaire 
is no recipient of charity : what Captain Walter has 
done is simply to show him how he may earn an 
honest and comfortable livelihood, and to provide 
him, if he desires it, with a home of a kind which the 
ex-militaire naturally most appreciates. The ad- 
vantages are open to him of a savings bank and of 
a sick and burial fund, and when the evil days come 
when he can no longer earn his own bread, the 
" Retiring Fund " guarantees the thrifty and steady 
Commissionaire against the prospect of ending his 
days in the workhouse. Among the fruits of Captain 
Walter's devoted and gratuitous services in this cause 
has been a wholesome change in the bias of popular 
opinion as to the worth of old soldiers. No longer 
are they regarded as the mere chaff and debris of the 
cannon fodder — " no accoijnt men " as Bret Harte 
has it ; he has furnished them with opportunity to 
prove, and they have proved, that they can so live 
and so work as to win the respect and trust of their 

brethren of the civilian world. The man who has 

• 

done this thing deserves well, not alone of the British 
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army, but of the British nation. He has brought it 
about that the time has come when most men think 
with Sir Roger de Coverley ; " You must know," says 
Sir Roger, " I never make use of anybody to row me 
that has not lost either a leg or an arm. I would 
rather bate him a few strokes of his oar than npt 
employ an honest man that has been wounded in the 
Queen's service. If I was a lord or a bishop . , I 
would not put a fellow in my livery that had not a 
wooden leg." 



CHRISTMAS NIGHT IN VERY 
COMMON LODGINGS. 

No references are required at the very common 
lodgings of which I am about to write ; the sole re- 
quisite for admission lying in the candidate's posses- 
sion of current coin of the realm to the modest extent 
of threepence. The possessor of this sum has never 

* 

far to look, no matter in what part of London he may 
be, for such accommodation as a threepenny lodging- 
house will afford him. These institutions abound in 
Old Pye Street, Orchard Street, and Great Peter 
Street, Westminster; they are to be found without 
deep research in the neighbourhood of Tottenham 
Court Road ; Mint Street in the Borough consists of 
nothing else ; and Whitechapel, and indeed the East- 
end generally, is full of these houses, with their 
curiously mixed population of casual labourers, 
thieves, and beggars. Mixed as are the inmates, still 
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most of the houses have certain crude specialities of 
their own. The Irish dock labourer will go where he . 
can find brother Paddies to talk in a broad brogue of 
the badness of work, and the "ould blaggards of 
gangers " ; the juvenile pickpocket seeks the society 
of his fellow-apprentices to the trade, the incidents of 
which are the "beak" and Holloway Prison, the 
crowning glory whereof Chatham Hulks ; the profes- 
sional beggar gravitates to that house where he can 
talk " shop," of good rounds and soft-hearted easily- 
entreated people, of stern, hard-featured folk who 
reply to solicitations by threats of the police — where 
he can swear with appreciated unction at the Men- 
dicity officer, and, with the fullest appreciation of the 
circle, express fervent wishes for something diametri- 
cally hostile to the continued vitality of the officials 
of the Charity Organization Society. 

Who has not noticed how empty are the streets of 
London on Christmas night } Surely, it seems to us, 
as my guide and I go eastward, that there are few 
dwellers in the huge hive so sorely worsted in the fight 
with the world, as not to have a home of some kind, 
wherein to abide for this Christmas night. Here and 
there, a wretched street stroller leans on the railing, 
gazing wearily on the ruddy glow that penetrates 
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through the. drawn curtains — listening with a pitiful 
wistfulness to the cheerful sounds of domestic merri- 
ment. The cabmen tire of bootless waiting on the 
stands^ and rattle off homeward to their own Christ- 
mas joys in the mews. The policemen are surly and 
misanthropical, for the time has not yet come for them 
to stand off and on in the neighbourhood of area gates, 
and eat semi-cold plum pudding under the benignant 
smiles of the cook. But, as we presently find, Christ- 
mas has little effect in thinning the streets of th^ 
East-end. There is no quietude in throbbing^ bust- 
ling, noisy, sinful WhitechapeL Rosemary Lane, that 
fragrantly-named thorpughfare of tiie many odours— 
•containing to the full as much vice as Ratcliff High- 
rway, as much poverty as Bethnal-greea. or the Isle pf 
Dogs, as many Irish as ;Tooley Street or Cow Crp^s 
Street, besides an infusion peculiar to itself of the low 
Jew and the lower German element-r-Rosemary Lane 
is seething with, humanity. The • narrow pavements 
are crowded with drunken sailors and their women, 
with big, stubbly-bearded Irishmen and little voluble, 
slatternly Irishwomen; and in front of each of,tl;\e 
many public-houses there lounges a curiously airtiless 
, crowd, which, having np money to buy drink,, and no 
seeming expectation of being treated by anybody, 
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could be supposed to hang about the portal of the 
public-house only just to be near some place where 
drinking was going on. We push open a dirty swing 
door and find ourselves in a big bare room, having 
for furniture a couple of forms, a long table on 
which a big navvy snores as he slumbers, and 
a little old woman, clad in a novel costume, the 
-chief material of which appears to be old sacks. 
This interesting female announces herself as the 
"deputy" of the lodging-house, and proceeds to 
do the honours of the establishment with conde- 
scension and affability. She ushers us into a large 
back room, in which there are several forms, and a 
huge bright charcoal fire. On these forms, and 
around that fire* there sit about two dozen men and 
boys in various stages of dirt and dilapidation. Most 
appear to be so solicitous on the score of their linen 
as to keep it out of sight altogether, and several are 
barefoot. There is not a clean face in the collection. 
As one looks at them, some sitting there phlegmati- 
cally torpid under the influence of the strong heat, 
others — the later comers — ^gazing on the glowing fire 
hungrily as if it were meat and drink to them as well 
as heat — as one looks at them, I say, the misty notion 
comes up, that one had somewhere or other seen 
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every one of them before. Every face seems familiar. 
But it is only the type of the face that is familiar. 
Are not all non-society shoeblacks cast in the same 
mould — lanky, thin-hipped, narrow-shouldered, big- 
footed, shambling lads, with pear-shaped heads, tal- 
lowy faces streaked with blacking, little Tartar eyes, 
no eyebrows, voices something between the cracked 
hoarseness of an omnibus driver's and the shrill cry of 
a child .^ Might not that odd boy that springs from 
the gutter somehow to hold a horse, shut a cab-door, 
or offer to carry a carpet-bag, be the only one of the 
species, for aught that you are able to distinguish 
between him and the lad who volunteered the same 
office half an hour ago three miles away } Is there 
any individuality in a " got no work to do '' cadger to 
distinguish him from his fellow-howlers, or might it 

not be supposed that the whole crew had been manu- 
factured in fulfilment of an order from some eccen- 
tric experimenter in the gmiis Iiomo f No doubt 
there do exist diverse minor characteristics whereby 
Jem the shoeblack can be distinguished by the more 
intimate of his acquaintance from Mike the shoe- 
black, but I confess I cannot master the individu- 
alities ; all I can do is to recognise the type. 

No Christmas merriment here — only the great red 
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fire, and the blank dirty faces gazing vacantly upon 
it. Let us search for joviality in the dingy little cburt 
behind, apportioned out into single small rooms, each 
occupied by a family. A merry Christmas, truly, for 
this sick Irishman lying in solitude upon the rickety, 
dilapidated four-poster. He aiinounces himself " most 
bruck intirely wid rheumatics." Has he a wife ? No, 
she is diead, and has left him '* wid four childher." 
And where are they.? There "was two ov thim 
beyant here in the bed ; " the eldest girl had " gone 
bad," and had left the dingy home for the dingy 
street ; and he himself was lying here helpless, 
hungry, penniless, looking at the gradually bliacken- 
ing embers of his last penn'orth of coals. In another 
room sits a middle-aged Irishwoman, brooding alone 
in the darkness over a tiny scrap of fire. Her hus- 
band is in prison, the "childher" are in the gutter, 
and she is almost fierce 'in her abrupt despairing 
replies to any questioning. Another room shows a 
vefy different scene. It is no bigger nor better than 
any of the rest, — a mere slip of a room, with the 
rough brickwork of the walls standing out nakedly. 
There is little in it to boast of in the way of furni- 
ture — something which by a stretch of imagination 
might be taken to be a bedstead, unless it were a 
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couple of hardly-dealt-with clothes horses ; a plank 
for a table, an upturned pail with the bottom out, 
and a candle stuck in a bottle. But on the pail 
without the bottom there sits a cheerful fellow, 
in a smock, and with a child on each knee, each 
child sucking an orange as if its life depended on 
the exhaustion of the juice. On the floor opposite, 
and with her back to the wall, sits the mother of 
the family, with a tiny baby on her lap, to which 
she is chirruping merrily as it sucks. They are 
keefping Christmas, bless us all ; they have a bit of 
holly over the fireplace, on the table stands a can with 
the test part of a pint of porter in it, and a plate on 
which there are three oranges, an apple, and quite a 
dozen nuts. Who could fail to be jolly with these 
profuse aids to conviviality t Not the honest fellow 
in the smock, certainly; frankly owning that work 
is pretty steady, thank God for it ! Not the matron 
on the floor certainly, as she wipes her mouth on the 
back of her hand after a pull at the can, although she 
does give vent to a mysteriously mournful reference to 
the phenomenon of two Sundays in the same week. 
Not the children certainly, whose powers of suction 
as applied to orange juice seem unlimited, and 
whose faces bear traces of a previous indulgence in 
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the luxury of treacle. *' Herbs " is an elastic term ; 
can it be strained to include porter and oranges? If 
so, here is another proof how truly spoke the Wise 
Man when he said, " Better is a dinner of herbs where 
love is, than a stalled ox and hatred therewith." 

On our way out into the street again, we are in- 
tercepted by an individual who, I should have con- 
jectured, had I met him in the vicinity of a potato- 
field, to be a scarecrow suddenly endowed with 
vitality. He wears a coat the collar of which reaches 
nearly to the crown of his head, while its tail hangs all 
round in a diversified series of ribbons. His trousers, 
or at least the article of costume to which by courtesy 
that appellation might be applied, are artistically 
fastened over one shoulder outside th^ coat by means 
of a bit of spun yarn. One leg of these trousers ter- 
minates somewhat irregularly in the region of a very 
dirty knee ; the other leg has never begun at all, in view 
of which it is regarded as a special blessing that this 
interesting member of society has only one leg. The 
face, not half a bad one— full of rollicking fun and 
devil-may-care humour ; about as impudent an eye as 
ever I chanced to see ; and a mouth, the dimensions 
of which favour the dire misgiving that the fellow 
in a sudden access of cannibalistic hunger has eaten 
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his own missing leg, are among this gentleman's 
facial characteristics. Having introduced himself as 
"a Jack in the Water for the last twenty yeafs" — an 
aquatic sphere'of life which certainly had produced 
infinitesimal results on his personal cleanliness — he 
proceeds with extraordinary volubility to deliver a 
series of observations, the gist of which, divested of 
flowers of oratory, is the undeniable assertion that 
this is Christmas time, and that the present com- 
pany would have inexpressible gratification in at once 
commemorating the festive period and our visit by 
drinking our healths. Jack's oratory is so stimulat- 
ing as to stir his phlegmatic mates to the pitch of a 
half hopeful, half despondent exclamation, "Aye, that 
we should, surely!" In return for a shilling we 
receive a blessing from Jack comprehensive enough 
to include all possible contingencies, and we leave the 
company trying to settle the knotty question who is 
trustworthy enough to be sent for the beer with a 
reasonable prospect of returning. 

From Rosemary Lane our next mark is Flower- 
and-Dean Street, looking into some of the choice 
spots of Whitechapel on our way. An idea exists in 
the public mind that any rash individual who should 
dare to visit Flower-and-Dean Street might indeed 
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come out alive, but would emerge pillaged in a 
manner so wholesale, that he might be thankful his 

whiskers and toenails were left on. I remember, when 

^^ • 

on my way to Flower-and-Dean Street on the occa- 
sion of my first visit, picturing myself returning to the 
haunts of civilization stripped, and considerately fur- 
nished instead of my clothes with a double supple- 
ment of the Tijnes, which I had been given to 
understand was the Flower-and-Dean Street sacrifice 
on the altar of public decency. But I found out that 
Flower-and-Dean Street, like a certain gentleman 
who shall be nameless, is not half so Bad as it is 
called, and there are not a few much worse places in 
London. Much worse, for instance, is that cdtirt out 
of Whitechapel High Street into which we strike on 
our way to Flower-and-Dean Street. In the dingy 
bar of a low public-house, half-a-dozen haggard, gin- 
sodden, dishevelled women are fighting and cursing, 
yelling oaths at each other, that make one's blood 
run cold, as they tear each other's hair and rend the 
rags off each others bosoms. The foremost she- 
demon in the fray carries a child — a tiny baby with 
lack-lustre eyes and pale pinched face — tucked negli- 
gently under one arm, while she deals execution im- 
partially all round with the other. Just across the 
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court, not twenty steps from this devilry, there stands 
a low-rbofed brick edifice, whence come the sounds 
of sacred music. Pushing open a swing door we 
find ourselves in a schoolroom among a devout 
congregation of the poorest of the poor, gathered 
here to hold their Christmas prayer meeting. In the 
earlier part of the day a good dinner, we are told, 
had been given in the ugly schoolroom to 250 chil- 
dren, fiegular Attendants at this unostentatious but 
deserving charity. As we step out, a gush of rude 
but earnest melody flows through the open door 
into the squalid court to do strange unchristmas-like 
combat with the graceless din of the public-house. 

A step or two further, and we enter a street of a 
character so bad, that the two policemen standing at 
the comer volunteer the business-like caution that 
we should button up our pockets and mind our eye. 
Whatever it may be on other nights, this thorough- 
fare, with so bad a name, is quiet and safe enough 
on this particular night. Crossing a narrow yard, 
we open a door and stand face to face with a very 
curious scene'. Two big rooms had been thrown into 
one by the simple expedient of knocking down the 
partition. The original fireplaces have been main- 
tained, which, piled high with glowing coke, shed a 
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Rembrandtesque shadow-gleam over the room. 
There are no other lights. On forms all round the 
room sit men and women very orderly and quiet, 
sober enough to all appearance, and with nothing in 
truth to make them otherwise. The men rough, un- 
kempt, and shaggy as they are, seem fellows who 
earn their bread by the sweat of their brow. They 
have not that oblong snake-head and lissom supple 
lankiness of the professional thief ; on the contrary, 
most are brawny, square-built, and hairy, and a 
good many have the aspect of countrymen. Of the 
women, the less said perhaps the better. There is 
nothing improper in their demeanour, but more im- 
bruted faces I never looked upon. Heavy-jowled 
and short-necked, beetle-browed and small-eyed, with 
no one trace of comeliness in any feature, it is a 
mystery to me who they are and how they live. 
The answer is ready in that curious circumlocution 
which seems a set phrase in the East-end — " They go 
out into the streets to get their living." Presently, 
as we sit quietly in the back -ground, the coarsest- 
looking of the women — a female with no forehead to 
speak of, and with a jaw under-hung like that of a 
bull-dog — begins to sing. What } think you. Of 
all the songs in the world that one would expect 
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to hear in a threepenny lodging-house in White- 
chapel, perhaps the last would be — ^** When I min- 
gled in the throng of the happy and the gay." 
The effect at first is supremely ludicrous ; but the 
woman, spite of her stolid face, can sing, and she 
really puts expression and feeling into her voice. But 
what a pathos of bitter mockery there wails through 
the refrain — " Tis hard to give the hand where the 
heart can never be ! " These poor mercenary trulls, 
the sport, the scorn, the footballs of the vilest of the 
vile, singing a sentimental chorus as if they really felt 
the meaning of the words — as if for them they could 
have any meaning ! Before she began to sing, the 
vocalist had given a babe she had in her lap to a 

o 

little beggar-woman with a huge coal-scuttle bonnet. 
This Mother-Hubbard-looking oddity brings the little 
child down to one end of the room, so that I notice 
easily what a beautiful little creature it is, with a 
halo of golden hair round its head, plump dimpled 
arms, and a mouth like a rosebud. I ask, staggered 
in my belief in hereditary physiognomy, whether the 
woman who had sung is the mother of the child. 
"Lord, no sir!" replies Mother Bunch, "its mammy's 
dead these three months, and we're looking arter it 
among us. It belortgs to the house." I must say it 
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does the house much credit, both as regards its per- 
sonal appearance and its dress. 

In another house in the same street we iind a 
considerable number of children living with their 
•parents in these strangely undomestic quarters. A 
man, who says he is a regular labourer at one of the 
wharves, has three decently clad, and seemingly well- 
cared for childreny and his wife is certainly no 
slattern. He tells me that he pays 3s. 6d. a week for 
his quarters. I express my surprise that, since that 
money would procure him a couple of decent rooms 
in a private house, he does not commence housekeep- 
ing pn his own account He has his reasons. First 
he has riot money enough to buy furniture ; secondly, 
his present arrangements save him fire, light, and the 
cost of cooking apparatus ; and thirdly, he likes com- 
pany. Without being altogether prepared to disagree 
with him on the broad merits of his last argument, I 
feel decidedly at issCie with him in the particular cir- 
cumstances of the case. One or two of these I may 
allude to. A man without a shirt, and except by ia 
polite fiction witliout a coat as well, is cooking with 
a toasting fork a strange substance, that seems a 
cross between ^ carrot and a kidney. At the other end 
of the room a brawny fellow, 'mad drunk, is strug- 
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gling in the grasp of some half-dozen people, who 
are restraining him, at the cost of severe disintegra- 
tion of his clothing, from carrying into effect a series 
of somewhat vague but desperately sanguine threats 
fulminated apparently against creation generally. 
He breaks loose as we stand by and runs a-muck 
down the room, without, however, materially disturb- 
ing the equanimity of the inmates, who seem to 
regard the episode as rather a matter of course than 
the contrary. 

Hitherto I had seen no great demonstrations in the 
way of Christmas merrymaking; but in the next 
house we enter, a blind fiddler (a public character 
who uses his wife instead of a dog to lead him about) 
is discoursing dance music to his fellow lodgers. 
The venerable melodist had got drunk all over with 
the exception of his " bow arm," and that had reached 
the spasmodic stage, so that the company may be 
said to be dancing under difficulties. Apart from 
the fitful and uncertain character of the music, 
there are other conditions that might discourage 
any save the most enthusiastic. A gentleman has 
thought proper to lie down and go to sleep in the 
very centre of the limited clear space, and the alter- 
natives of nimbly hopping over him, as if the dance 
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were " Gillie Callum," and the prostrate man the cross 
swords, or of doing the double shuffle on any reason- 
ably eligible portion of his body that might present 
itself, are neither of them favourable to a successful 
worship of Terpsichore. Again public opinion seems 
to be in an extremely rudimentary state on the sub- 
ject of the figures of the dance, or, indeed, as to the 
dance itself. Everybody, male and female alike, is 
evidently quite at home in a jig, and considers it his 
or her sheet anchor ; but when the jig comes to be 
complicated by a distant resemblance to a Scotch reel, 
still further confused by what appears to be a vague 
and partial prompting to do the " Ladies chain," and 
finally resolving itself into what by a lively imagina- 
tion may be mistaken for a country dance, the 
services of an efficient master of the ceremonies 
are obviously imperatively required. The dance, as 
it seems, is a standing institution, the participants 
fitfully varying. A girl dances herself out of 
breath by an ecstatic saltatory performance based 
upon the clog hornpipe, and sinks back gasping on a 
seat — '^ lassata necdum satiata'^ But, Hydra-like, 
other girls spring up and fill the vacuum, so that 
the floor is always full. A number of old women, 
some of them among the most known " canters " and 
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*' mummers " of the metropolis, sit gazing on the 
scene with quiet contentment, smiling occasionally at 
some feat of agility. This house, it appears, is speci- 
ally patronised by these respected and industrious 
females ; a room is set apart for a dozen of them on 
the ground floor, so that their asthma and rheumatism 
may not be tried by the ascension of staircases ; and 
the old termagants squabble and spit at each other 
like so many cats. The lodging-house formula is as 
follows : — " Rather fifty men than twenty women — 
rather twenty young women than ten old women." 

The largest common lodging-house in the East of 
London is in Thrawl Street, Whitechapel. It is dig- 
nified with the name of " Chambers,'* consists o^ 
seven houses thrown into one, and has accommoda- 
tion for 300 lodgers. The charge is fourpence a 
night, and the great majority of inmates (all men) are 
of the honest working class, or at least not profes- 
sional lawbreakers. The house is a credit to its 
conductor. The cooking apparatus is of the most 
serviceable kind, including a number, of the most 
recent improvements. There is a capital reading- 
room, supplied with a number of newspapers and 
periodicals, and fitted with comfortably cushioned 
seats. Church service is conducted every Sunday in 

F 
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the great coffee-room, an apartment more than a 
hundred feet long. Here are collected the great 
majority of the inmates, mostly engaged in the ab- 
sorption of the fifty gallons of porter which is the 
landlord's Christmas-box. It is here I meet the 
only Scot I encounter in the night's tour. He is 
a tall, grey, dilapidated man, with a hook nose, and 
hair and beard that look as if rats make a practice 
of gnawing these appendages. He is sitting on a 
table, laboriously darning his rags, every now and 
then dropping his needle that he may scratch him- 
self with the more freedom. He is by no means 
proud, and accepts a cigar with marked urbanity. 
He had once been a lawyer in a Scotch town, and 
had neglected the wise precaution of keeping separate 
his own and his clients' money. Then he had come 
to London and tried a variety of expedients, having 
had a finger in a good many pies, from company pro- 
moting to publishing prospectuses of unexecuted 
literary works. Then came bad times and White- 
cross Street, ai\d there followed fast, as he says with a 
grim smile and an extra scratch — " Fmvcilis descensus 
Auverneey But he is buoyant in his rags — if he 
could only get a decent suit, and find somebody to 
lend him ;£'io, "on the security of landed property 
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(which landed property appears to consist of an old 
instrument of Seisin, dirty enough to plant potatoes 
on, which he produces from his pocket with the air 
of a man who had a stake in the country), he has an 
abiding conviction that all would yet come right, and 
that ere long he would be rolling in wealth. Finding 
me indisposed to embark in a transaction based upon 
the portable ** landed security " referred to, he bor- 
rows half-a-crown, for which he scrupulously gives 
his I O U, making the same out in duplicate, and 
bestowing one copy on me, while he carefully inserts 
the other within the " landed security," and resumes 
contentedly his darning and scratching. 

Not to speak of the Scotsman, there is no lack of 
character here. A big man, with a broken nose, had 
attached himself to me when I first entered, and is 
most assiduous in doing the honours of the place. In 
a sequestered passage he becomes confidential, and 
with a mysterious nod says, in a hoarse whisper, " Fm 
the famous Billy Waters." 

As it is obvious that not to know who is the 
"famous Billy Waters" is tantamount to a con- 
fession of dense ignorance, I mutter something ex- 
pressive of my profound delight at being permitted 
to contemplate with the naked eye an individual so 

F 2 
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distinguished. The great man must see through my 
assumption of knowledge, for with a wink in which 
the modesty of the hero and the natural pride of the 
man struggle for the mastery, he continues, 

" Tm the teetotal pugilist." 

I may be pardoned for the acknowledgment that 
this announcement strikes me dumb. Seeing his 
advantage, Mr. Waters, in a tone of suppressed 
triumph, asks — 

"Would you like to see me drink a bucket o' 
water .^ I'll do it for a bob. I drank two once at 
Newmarket, but that was long ago, to please the 
Markis, an* he*d chucked a sov. into the bottom of 
each bucket." 

When such a fact is taken into consideration, Mr. 
Waters' present offer may be considered dirt cheap ; 
but I venture to decline it, whereupon he withdraws 
himself in unconcealed disgust at a man so lost to a 
sense of the fitness of things as to decline paying a 
" bob " to see another man drink a bucket of water. 

In Flower-and-Dean Street, at length reached after 
many deviations and delays, every house is a common 
lodging-house, and there is licensed accommodation in 
it for no fewer than 1,500 occupants. The first house 
we entered seems tenanted chiefly by boys and lads, 
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and by women. Many of the former are mere 
children, dirt begrimed youngsters of the bootblack, 
fusee-selling, and thieving classes. The women, 
almost without exception, are in the lowest condi- 
tion of degradation. One is lying on the floor in a 
drunken sleep, with her head so close to the fire that 
it is difficult to resist the impression that she is 
being roasted. The boys are squatting on the floor 
all around her, drinking and smoking — even the 
youngest of them — as if they were bearded men. 
I ask one of the biggest to pull the woman back. 

" Oh, she be ," is the reply ; " let her cook, and 

we*ll eat her for supper." As he speaks, the woman 
scrambles to her feet — a mass of rags, blouzy flesh, 
and dishevelled hair — and staggering to the door, 
rolls herself down in the gutter, where, as we pass 
out, she seems fast asleep again. 

Most of the houses in Flower-and-Dean Street 
are profusely decorated with festoons of coloured 
paper, hanging across the windows, and from point to 
point along the low-pitched roof. In these houses 
mostly live the women whom we see about the streets 
selling fire ornaments, Chinese lanterns, and cut 
papers of divers colours, and it appears that they 
have devoted their spare time to the adornment of 
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their " respective places of abode." In the last house 
we enter the decorations are of an especially gor- 
geous kind. Several dozens of illuminated Chinese 
lamps hang from the ceiling, and all the other lights 
are extinguished. This establishment boasts of a 
regular chairman in the person of a glib-tongued 
young thief, who, seated in state upon the table, in 
good set phrase fines me 6d. for daring to come into 
his presence with my hat on. As we turn out into 
the dirty stinking street the sounds of revelr}^'seem 
to wax louder and louder as we recede from them, 
an acoustic phenomenon for which a policeman sagely 
accounts in the observation, " They're warming to it 
now ; by twelve o'clock a good half on *em will be 
blazing drunk." 
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These be big words, my masters ! I can only say 
they are not mine — I am far too modest to utter any 
such high-sounding phrase on my own responsibility 
— but they are the exact terms used by a high muni- 
cipal dignitary in characterising the result of what he 
was pleased to term my " chivalrous conduct." My 
sardonic chum, on the contrary — an individual wholly 
abandoned to the ignoble vice of punning — asserts 
that my conduct was simply " barbarous." It will be 
for the reader to judge. 

St, Meuse — let us call it St. Meuse — is a town of 
what is still French Lorraine ; and to St. Meuse I 
came drifting up the Mame Valley, over the flat 
expanse of the plain of Chalons, and by St. Mene- 
hould, the proud stronghold of pickled pig's feet, in 
the second week of September, 1873. St. Meuse was 
one of the last of the French cities held in pawn by 
the Germans for the payment of the milliards. The 
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last instalment of the blood-money had been paid, 
and the Pickelltaubes were about to evacuate St. 
Meuse, as soon as the cash had been methodically 
counted, and after they should have leisurely filled 
their baggage trains and packed their portmanteaus. 
My intention in going to St. Meuse was to witness 
this evacuation scene, and to be a spectator of the 
return of light-heartedness to the French population, 
on the withdrawal of the Teuton incubus which for 
three years had lain upon the safety valve of their 
constitutional sprightliness. I had been a little out 
in my reckoning of time, and, when I reached St. 
Meuse, I found that I had a week to stay there 
before the event should occur which I had come to 
witness ; but the interval could not be regarded as 
lost time, for St. Meuse is a very pleasant city, and 
the conditions which were so soon to terminate, 
presented a most interesting field of study. 

You must know that St. Meuse is a fortress. It 
has a citadel, or at least such fragments of a citadel 
as a bombardment has left, and the quaint old town 
is surrounded with bastions which are linked by 
curtains, and flanked by lunettes, the whole being 
girdled by a ditch, beyond the counterscarp of which 
spreads a sloping glacis, which makes a very pleasant^ 
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promenade. The defensive strength of the place is 
reduced to zero in these days of far-reaching rifled 
siege artillery, for it lies in a cup, and is surrounded 
on all sides by hills, the summits of which easily com- 
mand the fortifications. But the consciousness that it 
is obsolete as a fortress has not yet come home to St. 
Meuse. It has, in truth, a very good opinion of itself 
as a valorous, not to say heroic, place : nor can it be 
denied that its title to this self-complacency has been 
fairly earned. In the Franco-German war, spite of 
its defects, it stood a siege of over two months, and 
succumbed only after a severe bombardment which 
lasted for several days. And while as yet it was not 
wholly beleaguered, it was very active in making 
itself disagreeable to the foreign invader. It was a 
patrolling party from St. Meuse that intercepted the 
courier on his way from the battle-field of Sedan to 
Germany, carrying the hurried lines to his wife which 
the Crown Prince of Prussia scrawled on the fly-leaf 
of an orderly book while as yet the last shots of the 
combat were dropping in the distance ; carrying too 
the notes of the momentous battle which William 
Howard Russell had jotted down in the heat of the 
action, and took the first opportunity of despatching. 
St. Meuse, then, had baulked the Princess of the first 
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tidings of her husband's safety, and the great English 
newspaper of the eariiest details of the most sen- 
sational battle of the age. It had fallen at last, but 
not ingloriously, and the iron of defeat had not 
entered so deeply into its soul as had been the case 
with some French fortresses, of which it could not 
well be said that they had done their honest best to 
resist their fate. Its self-respect, at least, was left to 
it, and it was something to know that when the 
German garrison should march away it was bound to 
leave to St Meuse the artillery and munitions of war 
of the fortress, just as they had been found on the 
day of the surrender. 

I came to like St. Meuse immensely in the course 
of the days I spent in it waiting for the great event 
of the evacuation. The company at the table d*h6te 
of the Trois Maures was varied and amusing. The 
Germans ate in a room by themselves, so that the 
obnoxious element was not present overtly at the 
general table d'h6te. But we had a few German 
officials in plain clothes — clerks in General Man- 
teuffel's bureau, contractors, cigar merchants, &c. — 
who spoke French even among themselves, and were 
painfully polite to the French habituds, who were as 
painfully polite in return. There was a batch of 
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Parisian journalists who had come to St. Meuse to 
watch the evacuation, and who wrote their letters in 
the cafd over the way to the accompaniment of verres 
of absinthe^ and bocks of beer. Then there was the 
gallant Captain of Gensdarmes, who had arrived with 
a trusty band of twenty-five subordinates, to take 
over from the Germans the municipal superintendence 
of the place, and, later, the occupation of the fortress. 
He was the most polite man I ever knew, this Captain 
of Gensdarmes, with a clever knack of turning you 
outside in in the course of half an hour's conversation, 
and the peculiar attribute of having to all appearance 
eyes in the back of his head. To him, as he placidly 
ate his food, there came, from time to time, quiet and 
rather bashful-looking men in civilian attire of a 
slightly seedy description. Sometimes they merely 
caught his eye and went out again without speaking ; 
sometimes they handed to him little notes ; sometimes 
they held with him a brief whispered conversation, 
during which the captain's nonchalance was imper- 
turbable. These respectable individuals who, if they 
saw you once in conversation with their chief, ever 
after bowed to you with the greatest empresscmcnt^ 
were members of the secret police. 

As for the inhabitants of St. Meuse, they appeared 
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to await the hour of their delivery with considerable 
philosophy. Physically they are the finest race I 
ever saw in France, their men tall, square, and 
muscular, their women handsome and comely. Num- 
bers of both sexes are fair-haired, and the sandiness 
of hair which we are wont to associate with the 
Scottish Celt is by no means uncommon. A sardonic 
companion, whom I had picked up by the way, 
attributed those characteristics to the fact that in the 
great war, St. Meuse was a dep6t for British, prisoners 
of war, who had in some way contrived to imbue the 
native population with some of their own physical 
attributes. He further prophesied a wave of Teuton 
characteristics as the result of the German occupation 
which was about to terminate ; but his insinuations 
seemed to me to partake of the scurrilous, especially 
as he instanced Lewes, a British dep6t for foreign 
prisoners of war, as a field in which similar phenomena 
were to be discerned. But, nevertheless, I unques- 
tionably found a good deal of what may be called 
national hybridism in St. Meuse. I used to buy 
photographs of a shopkeeper over whose door was 
blazoned the Scottish name Macfarlane. Outwardly 
Macfarlane was a " hielanman " all over. He had a 
shock-head of bright red hair such as might have 
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thatched the poll of the " Dougal cratur ; " his cheek- 
bones were high, his nose of the Captain of Knock- 
dunder pattern, and his mouth of true Celtic ampli- 
tude. One felt intuitively as if Macfarlane were 
bound to know Gaelic, and that the times were out 
of joint when he evinced greater fondness for eau 
sucr^e than for Talisker. It was with quite a sense 
of dislocation of the fitness of things that I found 
Macfarlane could talk nothing but French. But 
although he had torn up the ancient landmarks, or 
rather suffered them to lapse, he yet was proud of his 
ancestry. His grandfather, it appeared, was a soldier 
of the " Black Watch,'* who had been a prisoner of 
war in St. Meuse, and who when the peace came had 
preferred taking unto himself a daughter of the 
Amalekite, and settling in St. Meuse, to going home 
to a pension of sevenpence a day and liberty to ply 
as an Edinburgh cadie.. 

As for the German "men in possession," they 
pursued the even tenor of their way in the precise, 
yet phlegmatic German manner. Their guards kept 
the gates and bridges as if they meant to hold the 
peace till the crack of doom, instead of being under 
orders to clear out within the week. The recruits 
drilled on the citadel esplanade — straightening their 
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legs and pointing their toes, as if their sole ambition 
in life was to kick their feet away into space, down to 
the very eve of evacuation. Their battalions practised 
skirmishing on the glacis with that routine assiduity 
which is the secret of the German military success. 
Old Manteuflfel was living in the prefecture, holding 
his levees and giving his stiff ceremonious dinner 
parties, as if he had done despite to Dr. Cumming's 
warnings and taken a lease of the place. The 
German officers thronged their cafe, each man, after 
the manner of German officers, shouting at the pitch 
of his voice ; and at the caf(6 of the under-officers 
tough old wachtmeisters and grizzled sergeants with 
many medals played long quiet games at cards or 
knocked the balls about on the chubby little pocket- 
less tables with cues, the tips of which were as large 
as the base of a six-pounder shell. 

The French journalists insisted I should accept it 
as an article of faith that these two races dwelling 
together in St. Meuse hated each other like poison. 
They would have it that while discipline alone pre- 
vented the Germans from massacring every French- 
man in the place, it was only a humiliating sense of 
weakness that hindered the Frenchmen from rising 
in hot fury against the Germans who were their 
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temporary masters. I am afraid the gentlemen of 
the Parisian press came rather to dislike me on 
account of my obdurate scepticism in such matters. 
That there was no great cordiality was obvious and 
natural. Some of the Germans were arrogant and 
domineering. For instance, having a respect for the 
Germans, it pained and indeed disgusted me, to hear 
a colonel of the German staff, in answer to my 
question whether the evacuating force would march 
out with a rear guard as in war-time, reply, " Pho, 
a Field-Gendarme with a whip is rear-guard enough 
against such canaille ! " But in the mouths of Hans 
and Carl and Johann, the stout Kerle of the ranks, 
there were no such words of bitter scorn for their 
compulsory hosts. The honest fellows drew water 
for the goodwives on whom they were billeted, did 
a good deal of stolid love-making with the girls, and 
nursed the babies with a solicitude that put to shame 
the male parents of these youthful hopes of Troy, 
I take leave, as a reasonable man, to doubt whether 
it can lie in the heart of a family to hate a man who 
has dandled its baby, and whether a man can be 
rancorous against a family whose baby he has nursed. 
But fashion's sway is omnipotent in emotion as in 
dress. Ever since the war, journalists, authors, and 
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public opinion generally had hammered it into the 
French nation, that if it were not to be a traitor to its 
patriotism, the first article of its creed must be hatred 
against the German, and that the bitterer this hate, 
the more fervent the patriotism. It was not indeed 
incumbent on French men and French women to 
accept this creed, but it behoved them at least to 
profess it ; and it must be admitted that they did 
this for the most part with an intensity and vigour 
which seemed to prove that with many profession had 
deepened into conviction. 

While as yet the evacuation had been a thing of 
the remote future, the people of St Meuse had borne . 
the yoke lightly, and indeed had, I believe, privily 
Congratulated themselves on the substantial advan- 
tages, in the way of money spent in the place and 
the immunity from taxation, which were incidental 
to the foreign occupation. But as the day for the 
evacuation drew closer and closer, one became dimly 
conscious of an electrical condition of the social 
atmosphere, which any trifle might stimulate into 
a thunder-storm. Blouses gathered and muttered 
about the street corners, scowling at and elbowing the 
German soldiers as they strode to buy sausages to stay 
them in the homeward march. The gamins, always 
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covertly insolent, no longer cloaked their insolence 
and wagged little tricolour flags under the nose of the 
stolid German sentry on the Pont St. Croix. At the 
table d'h6te the painful politeness of the German 
civilians had no effect in thawing the studied coldness 
of the French habitues. 

As for myself, I was a neutral, and professing to 
take no side, flattered myself that I could keep out 
of the vortex of the soreness. Soon after my arrival 
at St. Meuse I had called upon his worship the Mayor 
at his official quarters in the H6tel de Ville, and had 
received civil speeches in return for civil speeches. 
Then I had left my card on General Manteuffel, with 
whom I happened to have a previous acquaintance, 
and those formal duties of a benevolent neutral 
having been performed, I had held myself free to 
choose my own company. Circumstances had some 
time before brought me into familiar contact with 
very many German officers, and I had imbibed a 
liking for their ways and conversation, noisy as the 
latter is. Several of the officers then in St. Meuse 
had been personal acquaintaiices in other days, and 
it was at once natural and pleasant for me to renew 
the intercourse. I was made an honorary member of 
the mess : I spent many hours in the officers' casino, 
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I rode out with the officers of the squadron of Uhlans. 
All this was very pleasant ; but as the day of the 
evacuation became close, I noticed that the civility of 
the French Captain of Gensdarmes grew colder, that 
the cordiality of the French habitues of the table 
d'hote visibly diminished, and that I encountered not 
a few unfriendly looks when I walked through the 
streets by myself. It began to dawn upon me that 
St Meuse was getting to reckon me a German 
sympathiser, and, as there was no half-way house, 
therefore not in accord with the emotions of France 
and St. Meuse. 

On the afternoon immediately preceding the morn- 
ing that had been fixed for the evacuation, there 
came to me a polite request that I should visit M. le 
Maire at the H6tel de Ville. His worship was ela- 
borately civil but obviously troubled in mind. He 
coughed nervously several times, after the initiatory 
compliments had passed, and then began to speak. 

** Monsieur, you are aware that the Germans are 
going to-morrow morning } ** 

I replied that I had cognisance of this fact. 

" Do you. also know that the last of the German 
civilian officials depart by the five a.m. train, not 
caring to. remain here after the troops are gone V* 
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Of this also I was aware. 

"Let me hope," continued the Mayor, "that. you 
are going alpng with them, or, at all events, will ride 
away with Messieurs the soldiers ? " 

On the contrary, was my reply, I had come not 
alone to witness the evacuation, but to note how 
St. Meuse should bear herself in the hour of her 
liberation : I desired to witness the rejoicings : I was 
not less anxious to be a spectator of any disturbance, 
if such unhappily should occur. Why should M. le 
Maire have conceived this desire to baulk my natural 
curiosity } 

M. le Maire was obviously not a little embarrassed ; 
but he persevered and was candid. This deplorable 
occupation was now so nearly Anished, and happily, 
as yet, everything had been so tranquil, that it would 
be a thousand pities if any untoward event should 
occur to detract from the dignified attitude which the 
evacuated territory had maintained. It was of criti- 
cal importance in every sense that St. Meuse should 
not give way to riot or disorder on that occasion. 
He hoped and believed it would not — ^here M. le 
Maire laid his hand on his heart — but a spark, as I 
knew, fired tinder, and the St Meuse populace were 
at present figurative tinder. I might be that spark — 
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" You much resemble a German," said M. le Maire, 
"with that great yellow beard of yours, and your 
broad shoulders, as if you had carried arms. Our 
citizens have seen you much in the society of Messieurs 
the German officers ; they are not in a temper to 
draw fine distinctions of nationality ; and, dear sir, I 
ask you to go away with the Germans, lest, perchance, 
our blouses reckoning you for a German, should not 
be very tender with you, when the spiked helmets are 
out of the place. The truth is," said the worthy 
Maire, with a burst of plain speaking, " Fm afraid 
that you will be mobbed, and that there will be a 
row, and then the Germans may come back, and the 
evacuation be postponed, and Til get wigged by the 
Prefect and the Minister of the Interior, and bully- 
ragged in the newspapers, and St. Meuse will get 
abused, and the fat will be generally in the fire !" 

Here was an awkward fix. I could not comply 
with the Mayor's request ; that was not to be thought 
of, for reasons I need not mention here. I had no 
particular desire to be mobbed. Once before I had 
experienced the tender mercies of a French mob, and 
knew that they were very cruel. But stronger than 
the personal feeling was my sincere sympathy with 
the Mayor's critical position, and my anxiety, by 
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what means might be within my power, to contribute 
to the maintenance of a tranquillity so desirable. 
But then what means were within my power? I 
could not go ; I could not promise to stop indoors, 
for it was incumbent on me to see everything that 
was to be seen. And, if through me trouble came, I 
should be responsible heaven knows for what ! — with 
a skinful of sore bones into the bargain. 

" If Monsieur cannot go " — the Mayor broke in 
upon my cogitation — " if Monsieur cannot go, will he 
pardon the exigency of the occasion if I suggest one 
other alternative } It is " — here the Mayor hesitated 
— " it is the yellow beard which gives to Monsieur 
the aspect of a German. With only whiskers nobody 
could take Monsieur for anything but an Englishman. 
If Monsieur would only have the complaisance and 
charity to to *' 

Cut off my beard ! Great powers ! shear that mane 
that had been growing for years! — that cataract of 
hair that had been, so to speak, my oriflamme ; the 
only physical belonging of which I ever was proud, 
the only thing, so far as I know, that I had ever been 
envied ! For the moment the suggestion knocked 
me all of a heap. There came into my head some 
confused reminiscence of a story about a girl who cut 
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off her hair and sold it to keep her mother from 
starving, or redeem her lover from captivity, or some- 
thing of the kind. But that must have been before 
the epoch of parish relief, and kidnapping is now 
punishable by statute. What was St. Meuse to me 
that for her I should mow my hirsute glories } But 
then, if people got savage, they might pull my beard 
out by the roots. And there had been lately dawn- 
ing on me the dire truth that its tawny hue was 
becoming somewhat freely streaked with grey, a 
colour I abhor, except in eyes. I made up my mind. 

" I'll do it, sir," said I to the Mayor, with a manly 
curtness. My heart was too full for many words. 

He respected my emotion, bowed in silence over 
the hand which he had grasped, and only spoke to 
give me the address of his own barber. 

This barber was a patriot of unquestioned zeal, but 
I am inclined to think his extraction was similar to 
that of Macfarlane, for he combined patriotism with 
profit in a most edifying manner. He shaved the 
German officers during the whole of their stay in St. 
Meuse, he accompanied them on their march to the 
frontier : he earned the last centime in Conflans, and 
then driving forward to the frontier line, he unfurled 
the tricolour as the last German soldier stepped over 
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it. It is seldom that one in this world sees his way to 
being so adroitly ambidextrous. 

But this is a digression. In twenty minutes, shorn 
and shaven, I was back again in the Mayor's parlour. 
The tears of gratitude stood in hi« eyes. I learned 
afterwards that a decoration was contingent on his 
preservation of the puUic peace on the occasion of the 
evacuation. 

Started by the Mayor, the report rapidly circulated 
through St. Meuse that I had cut off my beard rather 
than that it should be possible that anyone should mis- 
take me for a German. From being a suspect, I became 
a popular idol. The French journalists entertained me 
to a banquet at night, at which in libations of cham- 
pagne, eternal amity between France and England 
was pledged. Next morning the Germans went away, 
and then St. Meuse kicked up its heels and burst into 
exuberant joy. The Mayor took me up to the sta- 
tion in his own carriage to meet the French troops, 
and introduced me to the colonel of the battalion as a 
man who had made sacrifices for la belle France. 
The colonel shook me cordially by the hand, and I 
was embraced by the robust vivandi^re, who struck 
me as being in the practice of sustaining life on a diet 
of garlic. When we emerged from the station I was 



88 Glimpses through the Cannon-smoke. 

cheered as almost loudly as was the colonel, and a 
man waved a tricolour over my head all the way back 
to the town, treading at frequent intervals on my 
heels. In the course of the afternoon I happened 
to approach the civic band, which was performing 
patriotic music in the Place St. Croix. When the 
bandmaster saw me he broke off the programme, and 
struck up " Rule Britannia ! " in my honour, to the 
clamourous joy of the audience, who were thwarted 
in their aim of carrying me round the Place shoulder- 
high, only by the constancy with which I clung to 
the railings which surround Chevert*s statue. But the 
crowning recognition of my sacrifice came at the ban- 
quet which the town gave to the French officers. 
The Mayor proposed the toast of "Our English 
Friend." " We had all," he said, " made sacrifices for 
la Patriey he himself had sustained the loss of a 
wooden outhouse burned down in the bombardment ; 
the gallant colonel on his right had spilt his blood at 
St. Privat. Them it behoved to suffer, and they 
would do it again, for it was as he had said for la 
Patrie, But what was to be said of an honourable 
gentleman who had sacrificed the most distinguishing 
ornament of his physical aspect, without the holy 
stimulus of patriotism, and simply that there might 
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be obviated the risk of an embroilment, to the possible 
consequences of which he would not further allude ? 
Would it be called the language of extravagant 
hyperbole, or would they not rather be words justified 
by the facts, when he ventured before this honourable 
company to assert that his respected English friend 
had by his self-sacrifice saved France from a great 
peril ? " The Mayor's question was replied to by a 
perfect whirlwind of cheering. Everybody in the 
room insisted upon shaking hands with me, and I was 
forced to get on my legs and make a reply. Later in 
the evening I heard the Mayor and the town clerk 
discussing the project of conferring upon me the 
freedom of the city. 



THE INVERNESS CHARACTER 

FAIR, 1873. 

" Thursday. — Gathering, hand-shaking, brandy 
and soda and drams. 

'^Friday. — Drinking, daundering and feeling the 
way in the forenoon ; the ordinary in the afternoon ; 
at night a spate of drink and bargaining. 

" Saturday, — Bargaining and drink. 

" Sunday morning, — Bargains, drink, and the 
kirk." 

Such was the skeleton programme of the Inverness 
Character Fair given by a farmer friend to me, who 
happened to be lazily rusticating in the north of 
Scotland during the pleasant month of July. My 
friend asked me to accompany him in his visit to this 
remarkable institution, and the programme was too 
tempting for refusal. As we drove to the station he 
handed me Henry Dixon's " Field and Fern," open 
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at a page which gave some particulars of the origin 
and character of the great annual sheep and wool 
market of the north. " Its Character Market," writes 
" The Druid " — no longer, alas ! among us — '^ is the 
great bucolic glory of Inverness. The Fort William 
market existed before ; but the Sutherland and 
Caithness men, who sold about 14,000 sheep and 
15,000 stones of wool annually so far back as 18 16, 
did not care to go there. They dealt with regular 
customers year after year, and roving woolstaplers 
with no regular connection went about and notified 
their arrival on the church door. Patrick Sellar, * the 
agent for the Sutherland Association,' saw exactly 
that some great caucus of buyers and sellers was 
wanted at a more central spot, and on February 27th, 
1 8 17, that meeting of the clans was held at Inverness 
which brought the fair into being. Huddersfield, 
Wakefield, Halifax, Burnley, Aberdeen, and Elgin 
signified that their leading merchants were favourable 
and ready to attend. Sutherland, Caithness, Wester 
Ross, Skye, the Orkneys, Harris, and Lewis, were 
represented at the meeting ; Bailie Anderson also 
* would state with confidence that the market was 
approved of by William Chisholm, Esq., of Chis- 
holm, and James Laidlaw, tacksman, of Knockfin ; ' 
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and so the matter was settled for ever and aye, and 
the Courier and the Morning Chronicle were the 
London advertising media. This Highland wool 
Parliament was originally held on the third Thursday 
in June, but now it begins on the second Thursday of 
July, and lasts till the Saturday ; and Argyleshire, 
Nairnshire, and High Aberdeenshire have gradually 
joined in. The plainstones in front of the Caledonian 
Hotel have always been the scene of the bargains, 
which are most truly based on the broad stone of 
honour ; not a sheep or fleece is to be seen, and the 
buyer of the * year before gets the first offer of the 
cast or clip. The previous proving and public cha- 
racter of the different flocks are the purchasers' guide 
far more than the sellers' description." 

Thus far " The Druid ; " and my companion, as we 
drove, supplemented his information. It is from the 
circumstance that not a head of sheep or a tait of 
wool is brought to the market, but that everything is 
sold and bought unseen, and even unsampled, that 
the market derives its appellation of "character" fair. 
Of the value of the business transacted — the amount 
of money turned over — it is impossible to form with 
any confidence even an approximate estimate, since 
there is no source for data ; but none with whom I 
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spoke put the turn-over at a lower figure than half a 
million. In a good season, such as the past, over 
200,000 sheep are disposed of, exclusive of lambs, 
and of lambs about the same number. The stock 
sold from the hills are for the most part Cheviots and 
blackfaces ; from the low grounds half-breds, being a 
cross between Leicester and Cheviot, and crosses 
between the Cheviot and blackface. All the sales of 
sheep and lambs are by the "clad" score, which 
contains twenty-one. The odd one is thrown in to 
meet the contingency of deaths before delivery is 
effected. Established when there was a long and 
wearing journey for the flocks from the hills where 
they were reared down to their purchasers in the 
lowlands or the south country, the altered conditions 
of transit have stimulated farmers to efforts for the 
abolition of the clad score. Now that sheep are 
trucked by railway instead of being driven on foot, or 
conveyed from the islands to their destination in 
steamers specially chartered for the purpose, the 
farmers grudge the " one in " of the clad score. In 
1866 they seized the opportunity of an exceptionally 
high market and keen competition to combine 
against the old reckoning, and in a measure suc- 
ceeded. But next year was as dull as *66 had been 
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brisk, and then the buyers and dealers had their 
revenge, and re-established the " clad score " in all its 
pristine firmness of position. The sheep farmers 
wean their lambs about the 24th of August, and 
delivery of them is given to the buyers as soon as 
possible thereafter. The delivery of ewes and 
wethers is timed by individual arrangement. A 
large proportion of the old ewes — no ewes are sold 
but such as are old — go to England, where a lamb or 
two is got from them before they are fattened. Most 
of the lambs are bought by sheep farmers who, not 
keeping a ewe flock, are not themselves breeders, and 
are kept till they are three years old — " three shears," 
as they are technically called — and sold fat into the 
south country. There they get what Mr. McCombie 
called the last dip, and the butcher sells them as 
" prime four-year-old wedder mutton." 

The size of some of the Highland sheep farms is 
to be reckoned by miles, not by acres, and the stock, 
as in Australia, by the thousand. The largest sheep- 
owner, perhaps, that the Highlands ever knew was 
Cameron of CorrichoUie, now dead. He was once 
examined before a Committee of the House of 
Commons, and came to be questioned on the subject 
of his ownership of sheep. " You may have some 
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1,500 sheep, probably, sir ? " quoth the interrogating 
M.P. " Aiblins," was CorrichoUie's quiet reply, as he 
took a pinch of snuff ; " Aiblins I have a few more 
nor that" " Two thousand, then ? " " Yes, I pelieve 
I have that and a few more forpye," calmly responded 
the Highlander with another pinch. " Five thou- 
sand ? " " Oh aye, and a few more." " Twenty 
thousand, sir ? " cried the M.P., capping with a burst 
his previous bid. " Oh aye, and some more forpye," 
was the imperturbable response of CorricholHe. " In 
heaven's name, how many sheep have you, man ? " 
burst out the astonished catechist. " I'm no very sure 
to a thousan' or two," replied CorricholHe, in his dry 
laconic way, and with an extra big pinch ; " but I'm 
owner of forty thousan' sheep at the lowest reckon- 
ing;" Lochiel, known to the Sassenach as Mr. 
Cameron, M.P., is perhaps the largest living sheep- 
owner in Scotland. He has at least 30,000 sheep on 
his vast tracks of moorland on the braes of Lochaber. 
In the island of Skye Captain Cameron of Talisker 
has a flock of some 12,000; and there are several 
other flocks, both in the islands and on the mainland, 
of more than equal magnitude. Sheep-farming is, 
at least in many instances, an hereditary avocation, 
and some families can trace a sheep-farming ancestry 
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very far back. The oldest sheep-farming family in 
Scotland are the Mackinnons of Corrie, in Skye. They 
have been on Corrie for four hundred years, and they 
were holding sheep-farms elsewhere even earlier. The 
Macraes of Achnagart, in Kintail, have paid rent to 
Seaforth for two hundred years. For as long before 
they had held Achnagart on the tenure of a bunch of 
heather exigible annually and their fighting services 
as good clansmen. Two hundred years ago an 
annual rental of ;^ 5 was substituted for the heather 
"corve;" the clansmen's service continuing and being 
rendered up till the '45. Now clanship is but a 
name, a Seaforth Mackenzie is no longer chief in 
Kintail, and the Macrae who has succeeded his for- 
bears in Achnagart finds the bunch of heather and 
the £^ alike superseded by the very far other than 
nominal annual rent of a thousand pounds. The 
modern Achnagart, with his broad shoulders and 
burly frame, looks as capable as were any of his 
ancestry to render personal service to his chief if a 
demand were made upon him ; and very probably 
would be quite prepared to accept a reduction of his 
money rental if an obligation to perform feudal clan- 
service were substituted. Achnagart, with his £ 1,000 
a year rental, by no means tops the sheep-farming 
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rentals of his county. Perhaps Robertson of Achiltie, 
whose sheep-walks stretch up on to the snow-patched 
shoulders of Ben Wyvis, and far away west to Loch 
Broom, pays the highest sheep-farming rental in 
Ross-shire, when the factor has pocketed his half- 
yearly cheque for ;^8oo. 

Part of this I learn from my friend as we drive to 
the station ; part I gather afterwards from other 
sources. The station for which we are bound is 
Elgin, the county town of Morayshire. Between 
Elgin and Inverness, it is true, we shall see but few of 
the great sheep-farmers and flock-masters of the west 
country, who converge on the annual trj^st from other 
points of the compass and by various routes — by the 
Skye Railway, by that portion of the Highland line 
which extends north of Inverness through Ross into 
Sutherland, by the Caledonian Canal, &c. But it is 
promised to me that I shall see many of the notable 
agriculturists of Moray land, who go to the market as 
buyers ; and a contingent of sheep-breeders are sure 
to join us at Forres, coming down the Highland line 
from the Inverness-shire Highlands on Upper Strath- 
spey. There is quite an exceptional throng on the 
platform of the Elgin Station, of farmers, factors, 
lawyers and ex-coffee planters — both very plentiful 
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in Elgin ; tanners bound for investments in pro^)ec- 
tive peits, and men of no avocation, yet as much 
bound to visit Inverness to-day as if they meant to 
invest thousands. In a corner towers the mighty 
form of Paterson of Mulben, famous among breeders 
of polls with his tribe of Mayflowers, From beneath 
a kilt peep out the brawny limbs of Willie Brown of 
Linkwood and Morriston, nephew of stout old Sir 
George who commanded the light division at the 
Alma, son to a factor whose word in his day was as 
the laws of the Medes and Persians over a wide terri- 
tory, and himself the feeder of the leviathan cross red 
ox and the beautiful grey heifer which took honours 
so high at one of the recent Smithfield Christmas 
Shows. There is the white beard and hearty face of 
Mr. Collie, late of Ardgay, owner erstwhile of Fair 
Maid of Perth ajid breeder of Zarah. Herie, too, is a 
fresh, sprightly gentleman in a kilt, whom his com- 
panions designate "the Bourach." Requesting an 
explanation of the term, I am told that "Bourach'* is 
the Gaelic for "through-other," which again is the 
Scottish synonym for a kind of amalgam of addled 
and harum-scarum. A jolly tanner observes, " Til 
get a box to oursds." The reason of the desire for 
this exclusive accommodation is apparent as soon as 
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we start. A " deck " of cards is produced, and a 
quartette betake themselves to whist with half*<:rown 
stakes on the rubber and sixpenny points. This was 
mild speculation to that which was engaged in on the 
homeward journey after the market, when a Strath- 
spey sheep farmer won £Z between Dalvey and 
Forres. As my friends shuffle and deal, I look out 
of window at the warm grey towers of the cathedral, 
beautiful still spite of the desecrating hand of the 
*'WoIf of Badenoch." Our road lies through the 
fertile " Laigh of Moray," one of the richest wheat 
districts in the Empire, and as beautiful as fertile. 
At Alves we pick up a fresh, hale gentleman, who is 
described to me as " the laird of three properties,'* 
bought for more than ;,f 100,000 by a man who began 
life as the son of a hill-side crofter. We pass the 
picturesque ruins of Kinloss Abbey and draw up at 
Forres Station, whose platform is thronged with 
noted agriculturists bound for the " Character Fair." 
Here is that spirited Englishman, Mr. Harris of 
Earnhill, whose great cross ox took the cup at the 
Agricultural Hall seven or eight years ago ; and the 
brothers Bruce — he of Newton of Struthers, whose 
marvellous polled cow beat everything in Bingley 

Hall" at the '71 Christmas Show, and but for "foot 
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and mouth " would have repeated the performance at 
the Smithfield Show ; and he of Burnside, who like- 
wise has stamped his mark pretty deeply in the 
latter arena. At Forres we first hear Gaelic ; for a 
train from Carr Bridge and Grantown in Upper 
Strathspey has come down the Highland Railway to 
join ours, and the red-haired Grants around the Rock 
of Craigellachie — where a man whose name is not 
Grant is regarded as a lusus naturce — are Gaelic 
speakers to a man. No witches accost us, and 
speaking personally, I feel no "pricking of the 
thumbs," as we skirt the blasted heath on which 
Macbeth met the witches ; the most graphic modern 
description of which on record was given to Henry 
Dixon in the following quaint form of Shakespearean 
annotation : " It's just a sort of eminence ; all firs and 
ploughed land now ; you paid a toll near it Fm 
thinking — it's just a mile wast from Brodie Station." 

Nairn is that town by the citation of a peculiarity 
of which King Jamie put to shame the boastings of 
the Southrons as to the superior magnitude of Eng- 
lish towns, "I have a town," quoth the sapient 
James, "in my auncient kingdom of Scotland, whilk 
is sae lang that at ane end of it a different language 
is spoken from that whilk prevails at the other, "" To 
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this day the monarch's words are true ; one end of 
Nairn is Gaelic, the other Sassenach. Here we obtain 
a numerous accession of strength. The attributes 
' of one kilted chieftain are described to me in curious 
scraps of illustrative patchwork, " A great litigant, an 
enthusiastic agriculturist, a dealer in Hielan' nowt — 
something of a Hielan' nowt himself, a semi-auc- 
tioneer, a great hand as chairman at an agricultural 
dinner, a visitor to the Baker Street Bazaar when the 
Smithfield Shows were held there, and where the 
Cockneys mistook him for one of the exhibits, and 
began pinching and punching him." Stewart of 
Duntalloch swings his stalwart form into our car- 
riage—a noted breeder of Highland cattle, and as 
fine a specimen of a Highlander as can be seen from 
Reay to Pitlochrie. " Culloden !" " CuUoden !*' chant 
the porters in that curious sing-song peculiar to the 
Scotch platform porter. The whistle of the engine 
and the talk about turnips and cattle contrast harshly 
with that bleak, lonely moorland swell yonder — the 
patches of green among the brown heather telling 
where moulders the dust of the chivalrous clansmen. 
It is not a great while longer than a century ago, 
since Charles Stuart and Cumberland confronted 
each other over against us there ; and here are the 
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descendants of the men that fought in their tartans 
for the " King over the Water," who are discussing 
the right proportion of phosphates in artificial 
manures, and of whom one asks me confidentially 
for my opinion on the Leger favourite. 

Here we are at Inverness at length : that city of 
the Clachnacudden stone. There is quite a crowd in 
the spacious station of business people who have been 
awaiting the arrival of the train from the east, and 
the buyers and sellers whom it has conveyed find 
themselves at once among eager friends. Hurried 
announcements are made as to the condition and 
prospects of the market. The cardplayers have 
plunged suddenly in medias res of bargaining. * The 
man who had volunteered to stand me a seltzer and 
sherry has forgotten all about his offer, and is talking 
energetically about clad scores and the price of lambs. 
I quit the station, and Walk up Union Street, through 
a gradually thickening throng, till I reach Church 
Street, and shoulder my way to the front of the 
Caledonian Hotel. I am now in *'the heart of the 
market," standing as I am on the plainstones in front 
of the Caledonian Hotel, and looking up and down 
along the crowded street What physique, what 
broad shoulders, stalwart limbs, wiry red beards and 
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high cheekbones there are everywhere ! You have 
the kilt at every turn, in every tartan, and often in no 
tartan at all. Other men wear whole-coloured suits 
of inconceivably shaggy tweed, and the breadth of 
the bonnets is only equalled by that of the accents. 
Every second man has a mighty plaid over his 
shoulder. It may serve as a sample of his wool, 
for invariably it is home made. Some carry long 
twisted crooks, such as we see in old pastoral prints ; 
others have massive gnarled sticks grasped in vast 
sinewy hands, on the backs of which the wiry red 
hairs stand out like prickles. There is falling what 
in the south we should reckon as a very respectable 
pelt of rain, but the Inverness Wool Fair heeds rain 
no more than thistledown. Hardly a man has 
thought it worth his pains to envelop his shoulders 
in his plaid, but stands and lets the rain take its 
chance. There is a perfect babel of tongues: no 
bawling or shouting, however, but a perpetual gruff 
susurrus of broad guttural conversation, accentuated 
every now and then by a louder exclamation in 
Gaelic. Quite half of the throng are discoursing in 
this language. It is possible to note the difference 
in the character of Celt and Teuton. The former 
gesticulates, splutters out a perfect torrent of alter*- 
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nately shrill, guttural, and intoned Gaelic ; he shrug- 
his shoulders, he throws his arms about, he thrills 
with vivacity. The Teuton expresses quiet, senten- 
tious canniness in every gesture and every utterance ; 
he is a cool-blooded man, and keeps his breath to 
cool his porridge. 

On the plainstones there are a number of benches, 
on which men sit down to gossip and chaffer. Scraps 
of dialogue float about in the moist air. If you care 
to be an eavesdropper you must have a knowledge of 
Gaelic to be one effectively. ** It's to be a stout 
market," remarks stalwart Macrae of Invershiel, come 
of a fine old West Highland stock, and himself a very 
large sheep-farmer, " Sixteen shillings is my price. 
I'll come down a little if you like," says young Asher 
of Belmaduthy to keen-faced Mr. Mackenzie of Liver- 
pool, one of the largest wool dealers and sheep buyers 
visiting the market. " You'll petter juist pe coming 
down to it at once." " I could not meet you at all." 
"I am afraid Til pe doing what they'll pe laughing at 
me for." " We can't agree at all," are the words as a 
couple separate, probably to come together again 
later in the day. "An do reic thu na 'h'uainn 
f hathast, Coignasgailean ? " " Cha neil fios again'm 
iieil thusa air son tavigse thoirtorra, Cnocnangrais- 
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heag?** "Thig gus ain fluich sin am bargan." Per- 
haps I had better translate. Two sheep-farmers are 
in colloquy, and address each other by the names of 
their farms, as is all but universal in the north. 
Cnocnangraisheag asks Coignasgailean, "Have you 
sold your lambs ? " The cautious reply is, " I don't 
know; are you inclined to give me an offer.?" and 
the proposal ensues, " Come and let us take a drink 
on the transaction," Let us follow the two worthies 
into the Caledonian, Jostling goes for nothing here, 
and you may shove as much in reason as you choose, 
taking your chance of reprisals from the sons of 
Anak, The lobbies of the Caledonian are full of 
men, drinking and bargaining with books in hand. 
There is no sitting room in all the house, and we 
follow the Cnocnangraisheag and his friend into the 
billiard room, where we are promptly served standing. 
What keenness of business-discussion mingled with 
what galore of whisky there is everywhere! The 
whisky seems to make no more impression than if it 
were ginger beer ; and yet it is over-proof Talisker, 
as my throat and eyes find to their cost when I reck- 
lessly attempt to imitate Coignasgailean, and take a 
dram neat. As I pass the bar going out Willie Brown 
is bawling for soda with something in it, and Donald 
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Murray of Geanies, one of the ablest men in the north 
of Scotland, brushes by with quick, decisive step; In 
the doorway stands the sturdy, square-built form of 
Macdonald of Balranald, the largest breeder of High- 
land cattle in. the country. Over the heathery pasture 
land of North Uist 1,500 head and more of horned 
nowt of his range in half-wild freedom. The Mun- 
dells and the Mitchells seem ubiquitous. The 
ancestors of both families came from England as 
shepherds when the Sutherland clearances were made 
toward the end of last century, and between them 
they now hold probably the largest acreage— or rather 
mileage, of sheep-farming territory in all Scotland. 

It is a " very dour market," that all admit. Every- 
body is holding back, for it is obvious prices are to be 
*' desperate high," and everybody wants to get the 
full benefit of the rise. The pre-determination of the 
Southern dealers to " buy out " freely at big prices 
had been rashly revealed over-night by one of the 
fraternity at the after-dinner toddy-symposium in 
the Caledonian. He had been sedulously plied with 
drink by " Charlie Mitchell " and some others of the 
Ross and Sutherland sheep- farmers, till reticence had 
departed from his tongue. Ultimately he had leaped 
on the table, breaking any quantity of glass-ware in 
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the saltatory feat, and had asserted with free swear/- 
: ing his readiness to give 50J. all round for every three- 
year-old wedder in the north of Scotland. His 
horror-stricken partners rushed upon him, and bundled 
him downstairs in hot haste, but the murder was out, 
and the " dour market " was accounted for. Fancy 
SOlt. a-head for beasts that do not weigh 60 lb. apiece 
as they come off the hill ! No wonder that we towns- 
men have to pay dear for our mutton. 

I push my way out of the heart of the market to 
find the outlying neighbourhood studded all over with 
conversing groups. There is an all-pervading smell 
of whisky, and yet I see no man who has " turned a 
hair" by reason of the strength of the Talisker. A 
town-crier ringing a bell passes me. He halts, and 
the burden of his cry is, " There is a large supply of 
fresh baddies in the market ! " The walls are pla- 
carded with advertisements of sheep smearing and 
dipping substances ; the leading ingredients of which 
appear to be tar and butter. A recruiting sergeant 
of the Scots Fusilier Guards is standing by the Clach- 
nacudden Stone, apparently in some dejection owing 
to the little business doing in his line. Men don't 
come to the "Character Fair" to 'list. It strikes me 
that quite three-fourths of the shops of Inverness are 
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devoted to the sale of articles of Highland costume. 
Their fronts are hidden by hangings of tartan cloth ; 
the windows are decked with sporrans, dirks, cairn- 
gorm plaid-brooches, ram's head snuff-boxes, bullocks* 
horns and skean dhus. If I chose I might enter the 
emporium of Messrs. Macdougall in my Sassenach 
garb and re-emerge in ten minutes outwardly a full- 
blown Highland chief, from the eagle's feather in my 
bonnet to the buckles on my brogues. Turning down 
High Street I reach the quay on the Ness bank, where 
I find m full blast a horse fair of a very miscellane- 
ous description, and totally destitute of the features 
that have earned for the wool market the title of 
** Character" Fair. There are blood colts running 
chiefly to stomach, splints and bog spavins ; ponies 
with shaggy manes, trim barrels, and clean legs ; and 
slack-jointed cart horses, nearly asleep — for "ginger" 
is an institution which does not seem to have come so 
far north as Inverness. Business is lively here, the 
chronic "dourness" of a market being discounted by 
the scarcity of horseflesh. 

At four o'clock we sit down to the market ordinary 
in the great room of the Caledonian. A member of 
Parliament occupies the chair, one of the croupiers is 
a baronet, the other the chief of the clan Mackintosh. 



The Inverness Character Fair. 109 



There is a great collection of north-country nota- 
bilities, and tables upon tables of sheep-farmers and 
sheep-dealers. We have a considerable cacoethes of 
speech-making, among the orators being Professor 
Blackie of Edinburgh, whose quaint comicalities con- 
vulse his audience. It is pretty late when the Pro- 
fessor rises to speak, and the whisky has been flowing 
free. Some one interjects a whiskified interruption 
into the Professor's speech, who at once irt stentorian 
tones issues orders that the disturber of the harmony 
of the evening shall be summarily consigned to the 
lunatic asylum. I see him ejected with something like 
the force of a stone from a catapult, and have no reason- 
able doubt that he will spend the night an inmate of 
" Craig Duncan." The speeches over, bargaining re- 
commences moistened by toddy, which fluid appears 
to exercise an appreciable softening influence on the 
^ dourness " of the market. Till long after midnight 
seasoned vessels are talking and dealing, booking 
sales while they sip their tenth tumbler. 

I have to leave on the Saturday morning, but I 
make no doubt that the skeleton programme given at 
the beginning of this paper will have its bones duly 
clothed with flesh. 



MISS PRIEST'S BRIDECAKE. 

In broad essentials the marry ings and givings in 
marriage of India now-a-days do not greatly differ 
from these natural phenomena at home ; but to use 
a florist's phrase they are more inclined to " sport." 
The old days are over when consignments of damsels 
were made to the Indian marriage-market, in the 
assured certainty that the young ladies would be 
brides-elect before reaching the landing ghdt. The 
increased facilities which improved means of transit 
now offer to bachelors for running home on short 
leave have resulted in making the Anglo-Indian 
"spin '* rather a drug in the market; and operating in 
the same untoward direction is the growing predi- 
lection on the part of the Anglo-Indian bachelor for 
other men's wives, in preference to hampering himself 
with the encumbrance of a wife of his own. Among 
other social products of India old maids are now 
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occasionally found ; and the fair creature who on her 
first arrival would smile only on commissioners or 
colonels has been fain, after a few — yet too many — 
hot seasons have impaired her bloom and lowered her 
pretensions, to put up with a lieutenant or even with 
a dissenting /^fl&r. Slips between the cup and the 
lip are more frequent in India than in England. 
Loving and riding away is not wholly unknown in 
the Anglo-Indian community ; and indeed, by both 
parties to the contract, engagements are frequently 
regarded in the mistaken light of ninepins. Hearts 
are seldom broken. At Simla during a late season 
a gallant captain persistently wore the willow till the 
war broke out, because he had been jilted in favour of 
a colonel ; but his appetite rapidly recovered its tone 
on campaign, and he was reported to have reopened 
relations by correspondence from the tented field 
with a former object of his affections. Not long ago 
there arrived in an up-country station a box contain- 
ing a wedding-trousseau, which a lady had ordered 
out frpm home as the result of an engagement be- 
tween her and a gallant warrior. But in the interval 
the warrior had departed elsewhere, and had addressed 
to the lady a pleasant .and affable communication, 
setting forth that there was insanity in his family, and 
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that he must have been labouring under an access of 
the family disorder when he had proposed to her. It 
was hard to get such a letter, and it must have been 
harder still for her to gaze on the abortive wedding- 
dress. But the lady did not abandon herself to 
despair ; she took a practical view of the situation. 
She determined to keep the trousseau by her for six 
months in case she might within that time achieve 
a fresh conquest, when it would come in happily. 
Should fortune not favour her thus far, she meant to 
advertise the wedding-gear for sale. 

Miss Priest was no " spin " lingering on in spinster- 
hood against her will. It is true that when I saw her 
first she had already been " out " three years, but she 
might have been married a dozen times over had she 
chosen. I have seen many pretty faces in the fair 
Anglo-Indian sisterhood, but Miss Priest had a 
brightness and a sparkle that were all her own. At 
flirting, at riding, at walking, at dancing, at performing 
in amateur theatricals, at making fools of men in an 
airy, ruthless, good-hearted fashion, Miss Priest, as 
an old soldier might say, " took the right of the line. 
There was a fresh vitality about the girl that drew 
men and women alike to her. You met her at dawn 
cantering round Jakko on her pony. Before breakfast 
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she had been rinking for an hour, with as likely as not 
a waltz or two thrown in. She never missed a picnic 
to Annandale, the Waterfalls, or Mashobra. Another 
turn at the Benmore rink before dinner, and for sure 
a dance after, rounded off this young lady's normal 
day during the Simla season. But if pleasure-loving, 
capricious, and reckless, she scraped through the 
ordeal of Simla gossip without incurring scandal. 
She was such a frank honest girl that malign tongues 
might assail her indeed, but ineffectually. And she 
had given proof that she knew how to take care of 
herself, although her only protectress was a perfectly 
inoffensive mother. On the occasion of the Prince of 
Wales's visit to Lahore, had she not boxed the ears of 
a burly and somewhat boorish swain, who had chosen 
the outside of an elephant as an eligible locale for a 
proposal, the uncouth abruptness of which did not 
accord with her notions of the fitness of things } 

Miss Priest may be said to have lived in a chronic 
state of engagements. The engagements never 
seemed to come to anything, but that was on account 
mostly of the young lady's wilfulness. It bothered 
her to be engaged to the same man for more than from 
a week to ten days on end. No bones were broken ; 
the gentlemen resigned the position at her behest, 
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and she would genially dance with them the same 
night. Malice and heart-burning were out of the 
question with a lissom, winsome, witching fairy like 
this, who played with her life as a child does with 
soap-bubblqs, and who was as elusory and irrespons- 
ible as a summer-day rainbow. But one season at 
Mussoorie Miss Priest contracted an engagement 
somewhat less evanescent. Mussoorie is, of all the 
Himalayan hill-stations, the most demure and proper. 
Simla occasionally is convulsed by scandals, although 
dispassionate inquiry invariably proves that there is 
nothing in them. The hot blood of the quick and 
fervid Punjaub — casual observers have called the 
Punjaub stupid, but the remark applies only to its 
officials — is apt to stir the current of life at Murree. 
The chiefs of the North- West are invariably so in- 
tolerably proper that occasional revolt from their 
austerity is all but forced on Nynee Tal, the sana- 
torium of that province. But Mussoorie, undisturbed 
by the presence of frolicsome viceroys or austere 
lieutenant-governors, is a limpid pool of pleasant pro- 
priety. It is not so much that it is decorous as that 
it is genuinely good ; it is a favourite resort of clergy- 
men and of clergymen's wives. It was at Mussoorie 
that Miss Priest met Captain Hambleton, a gallant 
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gunner. They danced together at the Assembly 
Rooms ; they rode in company round the Camel's 
Back ; they went to the same picnics at " The Glen." 
The captain proposed and was accepted. For about 
the nineteenth time Miss Priest was an engaged young 
lady. And Captain Hambleton was a lover of rather 
a different stamp from the men with whom her name 
previously had been nominally coupled. He was in 
love and he was a gentleman ; he had proposed to the 
girl, not that he and she should be merely engaged, but 
that they should be married also. This view of the sub- 
ject was novel to Miss Priest, and at first she thought 
it rather a bore ; but the captain pegged away, and 
gradually the lady came rather to relish the situation. 
Men and women concurred that the wayward pinions 
of the fair Bella were at last trimmed if not clipped ; 
and to do her justice, the general opinion was that, 
once married, she would make an excellent wife. As 
the close of the Mussoorie season approached, the 
invitations went out for Bella Priest's wedding, and 
for "cake and wine afterwards at the hour^e.'* The 
wedding-breakfast is a comparatively rare tamasha in 
India ; the above is the^formula of the usual invita- 
tion at the hill-stations. 

It happened that just two days before the day 
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fixed for the marriage of Miss Priest and Captain 
Hambleton, there was a fancy-dress ball in the As- 
sembly Rooms at Mussoorie. I think that as a rule 
fancy-dress balls are greater successes in India than 
at home. People in India give their minds more to 
the selection and to the elaboration of costumes ; and 
there is less of that mauvaise honte when masquerading 
in fancy costume which makes a ball of this descrip- 
tion at home so wooden and wanting in go. At a 
fancy ball in India " the Devil " acts accordingly, and 
manages his tail with adroitness and grace. It is a 
fact that at a recent fancy-dress ball in Lahore, a game 
was played on the lap of a lady who appeared as 
"chess," with the chessmen which had formed her 
headdress. This Mussoorie ball being the last of the 
season, was to excel all its predecessors in inventive 
variety. A padres wife conceived the bright idea of 
appearing as Eve ; and only abandoned the notion 
on finding that no matter what species of thread she 
used, it tore the fig-leaves; a result which, besides 
causing her a disappointment, imperilled her im- 
mortal soul by engendering doubts as to the truth 
of the scriptural narrative of the Creation. Miss 
Priest determined to go to this ball, although doing 
so under the circumstances was scarcely in accord- 
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ance with the convenances ; but Miss Priest had never 
cared particularly much about the convenances ^ and 
she was a girl very much addicted to having her own 
way. Captain Hambleton did not wish her to go, 
and there was a temporary coolness between the two 
on the subject ; but he yielded and they made it up. 
The principle as to her going once established, Miss 
Priest's next task was to set about the invention of a 
costume. It was to be her last effort as a " spin ; " 
and she determined it should be worthy of her repu- 
tation for brilliant inventiveness. She had shone as a 
Vivandi^re, as the Daughter of the Regiment, as a 
Greek Slave, Grace Darling, and so forth, times out of 
number ; but these characters were stale. Miss Priest 
had a form of supple rounded grace, nor had Diana 
shapelier limbs. A great inspiration came to her as 
she sauntered pondering on the Mall. Let her go as 
Ariel, all gauze, flesh-tints, and natural curves ! She 
hailed the happy thought, and invested in countless 
yards of gauze. She had the tights already by her. 

Now Miss Priest, knowing the idiosyncrasy of 
Captain Hambleton, had little doubt that he would 
put his foot down upon Ariel. But she knew he 
loved her, and with characteristic recklessness deter- 
mined to trust to that and to luck. She too loved 
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him, even better, perhaps, than Ariel ; but she hoped 
to keep both the captain and the character. She did 
not, however, tell him of her design, waiting perhaps 
for a favourable opportunity. But even in Arca- 
dian Mussoorie there are the " d d good-natured 

friends '* of whom Byron wrote ; and one of these — 
of course it was a woman — told Captain Hambleton 
of the character in which Miss Priest intended to 
appear at the fancy ball. The captain was a head- 
strong sort of man — ^what in India is czlled zuiiur- 
dustee. Instead of calling on the girl, and talking to 
her as a wise man would have done, he sat down and 
wrote her a terse letter, forbidding her to appear as 
Ariel, and adding that if she should persist in doing 
so, their engagement must be considered at an end. 
Miss Priest naturally fired up. Strangely enough, 
being a woman, she did not reply to the captain's 
letter ; but when the evening of the ball came, duly 
appeared as Ariel, with rather less gauze about her 
shapely limbs than had been her original intention. 
She created an immense sensation. Some of the 
ladies frowned, others turned up their noses, yet 
others tucked in their skirts when she approached ; 
and all vowed that they would decline to touch Miss 
Priest's hand in. the quadrille. Miss Priest did not 
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care a jot for these demonstrations, and she never 
danced square dances. Among the gentlemen she 
created a perfect furore. 

Captain Hambleton was present at the ball. For 
the greater part of the evening he stood near the 
door with his eye fixed on Miss Priest, apparently 
rather in sorrow than in anger. His gaze seemed 
but to stimulate her to more vivacious flirtation, and 
she ** carried on above a bit," as a cynical subaltern 
remarked, with the gallant major to whom she had 
been penultimately engaged. Toward the close of 
the evening Captain Hambleton relinquished his post 
of observation, seemed to accept the situation, and 
was observed at supper-time paying marked atten- 
tion to a married lady with whom his name had been 
to some extent coupled not long before his engage- 
ment to Miss Priest. 

Next morning Miss Priest took time by the fore- 
lock. She waited for no further communication from 

* 

Captain Hambleton ; he had already sent his ulti- 
matum, and she had dared her fate. The morrow 
was the day fixed for the marriage. Many people 
had been bidden. Mussoorie, including Landour, is 
a large station, and the postal delivery of letters is 
not particularly punctual. So she adopted a plan for 
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warning off the wedding-guests identical with that 
employed in Indian stations for circulating notifica- 
tions as to lawn-tennis gatherings and unimportant 
intimations generally. At the head of the paper is 
written the notification, underneath are the names of 
the persons concerned. The document is intrusted 
to a messenger known as a chuprassecy who goes 
away on his circuit ; and each person writes " Seen '* 
opposite his or her name in testimony of being posted 
in the intelligence conveyed in the notification. Miss 
Priest divided the invited guests into four rounds, 
and despatched four chuprassees, each bearing a docu- 
ment curtly announcing that " Miss Priest's marriage 
will not come off as arranged, and the invitations 
therefore are to be regarded as cancelled." 

Miss Priest had no fortune, and her mother was by 
no means wealthy. It may seem strange to English 
readers — not nearly so much so, however, as to Anglo- 
Indian ones — that Captain Hambleton had thought 
it a graceful and kindly attention to provide the 
wedding-cake. It had reached him across the hills 
from Peliti's the night of the ball, and now here it 
was on his hands — a great white elephant. Whether 
in the hope that it might be regarded as an olive- 
branch, whether that he burned to be rid of it some- 
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how, or whether, knowing that Miss Priest was bound 
to get married some day, and thinking that it would 
be a convenience if she had a bridecake by her handy 
for the occasion, there is no evidence. Anyhow, he 
sent it to Mrs. Priest with his com'ph'ments. That 
very sensible woman did not send it back with a 
cutting message, as some people would have done. 
Having considerable Indian experience, she had 
learnt practical wisdom, and the short-sighted folly 
of cutting messages. She kept the bridecake, and 

m 

enclosed to the gallant captain Gosslett's bill for the 
dozen of simkin that excellent firm had sent in to 
wash it down wherewithal. 

Bridecakes are bores to carry about from place to 
place, and Miss Priest and- her mother were rather 
birds of passage. Peliti declined to take this parti- 
cular bridecake back, for all Simla had seen it in his 
window, and he saw no possibility of " working it in.'* 
So the Priests, mother and daughter, determined to 
realise on it in a somewhat original and indeed 
cynical fashion. The cake was put up to be raffled 
for. 

All the station took tickets for the fun of the thing. 
Captain Hambleton was anxious to show that there 
was no ill-feeling, and did not find himself so un- 
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happy as he had expected — perhaps from the redin- 
tegratio amoris in another quarter; so he took his 
ticket in the raffle like other people. It is needless 
to say that he won ; and the cake duly came back to 
him. 

Had Captain Hambleton been a superstitious man 

« 

he might have regarded this strange occurrence as 
indicating that the Fates willed it that he should 
compass somehow a union with Miss Priest. But the 

captain had no superstition in his nature ; and, 

• 

indeed, had begun to think that he was well out of 
it ; besides which it was currently reported that Miss 
Priest had already re-engaged herself to another man. 
But the bridecake was upon him as the Philistines 
upon Samson ; and the question was, what the devil 
to do with it } He couldn't raffle it over again ; 
nobody would take tickets. He had half a mind 
to trundle it over the khud {Anglici^ precipice) and be 
done with it ; but then again he reflected that this 
would be sheer waste, and might seem to indicate 
soreness on his part. It cost him a good many pegs 
before he thought the matter out in all its bearings, 
for, as has been said, he was a gunner ; but as he 
sauntered away from the club in the small hours a 
happy thought came to hinv 
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He would give a picnic, at which the bogey bride- 
cake should figure conspicuously, and then be laid, 
finally by the process of demolition. His leave was 
nearly up ; he had experienced much hospitality, and 
a picnic would be a graceful and genial acknowledg- 
ment thereof. And he would ask the Priests, just 
like other people, and no doubt they would enter into 
the spirit of the thing and not send a " decline." 
Bella, he knew, liked picnics nearly as well as balls, 
and it must be a powerful reason indeed, that would 
keep her away from either. 

Captain Hambleton s picnic was the [last of the 
season, and everybody called it the brightest. " The 
Glen" resounded to the laughter at tiffin, and the 
shades of night were falling ere stray couples turned 
up from its more sequestered recesses. Amid loud 
cheers Miss Priest, although still Miss Priest, cut up 
her own bridecake with a serene equanimity that 
proved the charming sweetness of her disposition. 
There was no marriage-bell, yet all went merry as a 
marriage-bell, which is occasionally rather a sombre 
tintinnabulation ; and the debris of the bridecake 
finally fell to the sweeper. 

I would fain that it were possible, having a regard 
to truth, to round off this little story prettily by 
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telling how, in a glade of "The Glen," after the 
demolition of the bridecake, Miss Priest and the 
captain " squared matters," were duly married, and 
lived happily ever after, as the story-books say. But 
this consummation was not attained. Miss Priest 
indeed was in the glade, but it was not with the 
captain, or at least this particular captain ; and as 
for him, he spent the afternoon placidly smoking 
cigarettes, as he lay at the feet of his married con- 
soler. To the best of my knowledge Miss Priest is 
Miss Priest still. 



THE CAWNPORE OF TO-DAY. 

The traveller up the country from Calcutta does 
not speedily reach places the names of which vividly 
recall the episodes of the great mutiny. It is a 
chance, if, as the train passes Dinapore, he re- 
members the defection of the brigade stationed there 
whom Koer Singh seduced from their allegiance. 
Arrah may possibly recall a dim memory of Wake's 
splendid defence of Boyle's bungalow, and of Vincent 
Kyre's dashingly-executed relief of the indomitable 
garrison. Benares is off the main line^-oh whose 
parade-ground Neill first put down that peremptory 
foot of his, where Olpherts was so quick with those 
guns of his, and Jim Ellicot did his grim work with 
noose and cross-beam until long after the going down 
of the summer sun. But when the traveller's eye 
first rests on the grey ramparts of Akbar's hoary 
fortress, in the angle where the Ganges and the 
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Jumna meet and blend one with another, the reality 
of the mutiny begins to impress itself upon him. 
Allahabad was the scene of a terrible tragedy ; it was 
the point of departure also whence Havelock set for- 
ward on Cawnpore with his column, not, indeed of 
rescue, but of retribution. The journey from Alla- 
habad to Cawnpore, although performed in the night, 
is not one to be slept through by any student of the 
story of the great rebellion. The Indian moon pours 
her flood Jof light on the little knoll hard by Futteh* 
pore, whefe Havelock stood when Jwala Pershad's 
first round shot came lobbing through his staff in 
among the camp kettles of the 64th. That village 
beyond the mango tope is Futtehpore itself, whence 
the rebel sowars swept headlong down the chaussie^ 
till Maude's guns gave them the word to halt. The 
pools are dry now through which, when Hamilton's 
voice had rung out the ** Forward — at the double ! " 
the light company of the Ross-shire Buffs splashed 
recklessly past the abandoned sepoy guns, in their 
race with the grenadier company of the 64th, that 
had for its goal the Pandy barricade outside the 
village. In that cluster of mud huts — its name is 
Aoong — the gallant Renaud fell with a shattered 
thigh, as he led his " Lambs " up to the ^aulement 
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which covered its front One fight a day is fair 
allowance anywhere, but those fellows whom Have- 
lock led were gluttons for fighting. Spanning that 
deep rugged nullah there, down which the Pandoo 
flows turbulently in the rainy season, is the bridge 
across which, in the afternoon of the morning of Aoong, 
Stephenson, with his Fusiliers, dashed into the sepoy 
battery, and bayoneted the gunners before they could 
make up their minds to run away. And it was in the 
grey morning following the day of that double battle 
(the 15th of July) that the general, having heard for 
the first time that there were still alive in Cawnpore a 
number of women and children who had escaped the 
massacre of the boats, told his men what he knew* 
" With God's help," shouted Havelock, with a break in 
the loud voice that was like a sob, as he stood with his 
hat off and his hand on his sword, "with God's help,men, 
we will save them, or every man die in the attempt." 
One answer came back in a great cheer ; but a sadder 
answer to the aspiration, a bitter truth that made 
that aspiration futile and hopeless, had lain ever 
since the evening of the day before in the Bee» 
beegur, a^nd almost as the chief was speaking the 
Well was receiving its dead inmates. Where the 
train begins to slacken .its pace on approaching, the 
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station, it is passing over the field of the first — the 
creditable — battle of Cawnpore. Fresh from the 
butchery Dhoondoo Punth himself had come out to 
aid in the last stand against the avengers. Yonder is 
the mango tope which formed the screen for Walter 
Hamilton's turning movement. It needs little imagi- 
nation to recall the scene. Close by, at the cross 
roads, stands the sepoy battery, and these horsemen 
still nearer are reconnoitring sowars. Beyond the 
road the Highlanders are deploying on the plain, as 
they clear the sheltering flank of the mango trees, 
amidst a grim silence, broken only by the crash of 
the bursting shells and the cries of the bullock 
drivers as the guns rattle on to open fire from the 
reverse flank. The flush rises in Hamilton's face, and 
the eyes of him begin to sparkle as he shouts, " Ross- 
shire Buffs, wheel into Jine,'* and then " Forward." 
Quick as lightning the trails of the sepoy guns are swung 
round, and shot and shell come crashing through the 
ranks, while the rebel infantry, with a swiftness which 
speaks well for their British drill, show a front against 
this inroad on their flank. With silent, grim imper- 
turbability, the Highland line stalks steadily on with 
the long, springy step to be learnt only on the heather. 
Now they are within eighty yards of the muzzles of 
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the guns, and they can see the colour of the mous- 
taches of the men plying and supporting therti. 
Then Hamilton, with his sword in the air, and his 
face all ablaze with the fighting blood in him, turns 
round in the saddle, shouts " Charge ! " and bids the 
pipers to strike up. Wild and shrill bursts over that 
Indian plain the rude notes of the northern music. 
But louder yet, drowning them and the roll of the 
artillery, rings out that Highland war-cry that has so 
often presaged victory to British arms. The Ross- 
shire men are in and over the guns ere even the 
gunners have time to drop their lintstocks and 
ramming rods ; they fall upon the supporting in- 
fantry, with their bayonets at the charge, and the 
supporting infantry go down where they huddle 
together, lacking the opportunity to break and run 
away in time. But the battle rages all day, and the 
white soldiers, as they fight their way slowly forward, 
hear the bursts of military music that greet the Nana 
as he moves from place to place, not in the immediate 
fronts Barrow and his eighteen cavalry volunteers 
crash into the thick of them, with the informal order to 
his men, " Give point, lads ; damn cuts and guards." 
Young Havelock, mounted by the side of the gallant 
and ill-fated Stirling, trudging forward on foot, brings 
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the 64th on at the double against the great 24-pounder 
on the Cawnpore road that is vomiting grape at point- 
blank range. The night falls and the battle ceases ; 
but among the wearied fighting men there is none of 
the elation of victory, for through the ranks, after the 
going down of the sun^ had throbbed the bruit, origi- 
nating no one knew where, that the women and 
children in Cawnpore had been butchered on the after- 
noon of the day before, while Stephenson and his Fusi- 
liers were carrying the bridge of the Pandoo Nuddee. 
The railway station of Gawnpore is distant more 
than a mile from the cantonment. Close to the road, 
and not far from the station, the explorer easily finds 
the massive pile of the " Savada House," now allotted 
as residences for railway officials^ English children 
play now in the corridors once thronged by the 
minions of the Nana, for here were his headquarters 
during most of the siege. Its verandahs all day long 
were full of ministers^ diviners, courtiers, and crea- 
tures. Here strolled the supplej panther-like Azi- 
moolah — the self-asserted favourite of home society 
in the pre-Mutiny days. Teeka Sing, the Nana's war 
minister, had his " bureau " in a tent under the peepul 
tree there. In that other clump of trees, where an 
ayah is tickling a white baby into laughter, was the 
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pavilion of the Nana himself, who inherited the 
Mahratta preference for canvas over bricks and 
mortar. And here, while the crackle of the musketry 
fire and the din of the big guns came softened on the 
ear by distance, sat the adopted son of the Peishwa, 
while Jwala Pershad came for orders about the 
cavalry, and Bala Rao, his brother, explained his 
devices for harassing the sahibs, and Tantia Topee, 
Hoolass Sing, Azimoolah, and the Nana himself 
devised the scheme of the treachery. But the Savada 
House has even a more lurid interest than this. 
Hither the women and children, whom an unkind 
fate had spared from dying with the men, were 
brought back from, the Ghaut of Sla:ughter. You 
may see the two rooms into which a hundred and 
twenty-five were huddled after that mafch from before 
the presence of one death into the presence bf another. 
As they plodded past the entrenchment so long held, 
and across the plain to the Nana's pavilion, " I saw," 
says a spectator, " that many of the ladies were 
wounded. Their clothes had blood upon them. ' Two 
were badly hurt and had their heads bound up with 
handkerchiefs, some were wet, covered with mud and 
blood, and some had their dresses torn, but all had 
clothes. I saw one or two children without clothes. 

K 2 
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There were no men in the party, but only some 
boys of 12 or 13. Some of the ladies were bare- 
foot" Hither, too, were sent later the women of 
that detachment of the garrison that had been got 
off from the ghaut in the boat defended by Vibart, 
Ashe, Delafosse, Bolton, Moore, and Thomson, and 
that had been captured at Nuzzufghur by Baboo 
Ram Bux. It had been for these people a turbulent 
departure from the Suttee Chowra Ghaut, but it was 
a yet more fearful returning. ** They were brought 
back," testified a spy, "60 sahibs, 25 mem sahibs, and 
four children. The Nana ordered the sahibs to be 
separated from the mem sahibs, and shot by the ist 
Bengal Native Infantry. . . . 'Then,' said one of 
the mem sahibs, 'I will not leave my husband. If 
he must die I will die with him.* So she ran and sat 
down behind her husband, clasping him round the 
waist. Directly she said this the other mem sahibs 
said, ' We also will die with our husbands,' and they 
all sat down each by her husband. Then their hus- 
bands said, ' Go back,' but they would not. Where- 
upon the Nana ordered his soldiers, and they go in, 
pulling them forcibly away. ..." 

The drive from the railway station to the European 
cantonments is pleasant and shaded. At a bend in 
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the road there comes into view a broad, flat, treeless 
parade-ground. This plain lies within a circle of foli- 
age, above which, on the south-eastern side, rise the 
balconies and flat tops of a long range of barracks 
built in detached blocks, while, around the rest of the 
circle the trees shade the bungalows of the canton- 
ment. Near the centre of this level space there is an 
irregular enclosure defined by a shallow sunk wall 
and low quickset hedge, and in the middle of this 
enclosure rises the ornate and not wholly satisfactory 
structure known as the " Memorial Church." It is 
built on the site of the old dragoon hospital, which 
was the very fociis of the agony of the siege. It is 
impossible to analyse the mingled emotions of amaze- 
ment, pride, pity, wrath, and sorrow which filled the 
visitor to the shrine of British valour, endurance, and 
constancy. The heart swells and the eyes fill as one, 
standing here with all the theatre of the heroism lying 
under one's eyes, recalls the episodes of the glorious, 
piteous story. The blood stirs when one remembers 
the buoyant valour of the gallant Moore, who 
** wherever he passed left men something more cour- 
ageous and women something less unhappy," of the 
reckless audacity of Ashe, the cool daring " of Dela- 
fo^se, the. deadly rifle of Stirling, the heroic devotion 



134 Glimpses through the Cannon^smoke. 

of J«vis. And a great lump grows in the throat' 
when one bethinks him of the beautiful constancy 
and fearful suffiefrings of the women ; of British ladies 
going barefoot and giving up their stockings as cases » 
for grapeshot ; of Mrs. Moore's journeys across to ^ 
No. 2 Barracks ; of the hapless gentlewomen,^ "tin- i 
shod,; unkempt, ragged, and squalid, haggard and: 
emaciated, parched with drought, and faint with 
hunger, sitting waiting to hear that they were 
widows." And what a place it was which the ^garri* 
son had to defend ! Not a foot of all the space 
bomb-proof, the apology for an entrenchment, such 
as " an active cow might jump over." The imagina- 
tion has to do much work here, for most of the landi* 
marks are gone. The outline of the world-famous •■ 
earthwork is almost wholly obliterated; only in 
places is it to be' dimly recognized by brick-dis- 
coloured lines, and a low raised line on the smooth : 
maidan. The enclosure now existing has no refer* 
ence to the outlines of the entrenchment. That en* 
closure .merely surrounds the graveyard, in the midst 
of which stands the "Memorial « Church," a structure 
thatt cannot beicommended from an architectural 
point of view. But the space enclosed around its 
gaunt red walls is pregnant with painful interests 
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We come first on a railed-in memorial tocc^b, bearing, 
an inscription in raised letters, on a cross let into the 
tesselated pavement : " In three graves within this, 
enclosure lie the remains of Major * Edward -Vibart^' 
2nd Bengal Cavalry, and- about seventyi officers and 
soldiers who, after escaping from the massacre at 
Cawnppre, on the 27th June, 1857, wer^p ^s^uiied 1^- 
the rebels at Sheorapore, and murdered on the ist- 
July." The inmates of these graves were orogin&lfy' 
buried elsewhere, and were removed hitbet^ wiien the 
enclosure was formed. In another part of the enclo- 
sure is a raised tomb, the slab of which bears ther 
inscription: "This stone marks a spot which* lay- 
within Wheeler's entrenchment, and covers .the re-* 
mains and is sacred to the n^emory of those who ;were' 
the first to meet their. death when beleaguced -by. 
mutineers and rebels in June, 1857."- Two-only lie- 
in this grave, Mr. Murphy and a^lady.whodied of> 
fever. These two perished on the. first day of ttfaAr 
siege, and had the exclusive privilege of being '^e*- 
cently. interred within the precincts* of , jthe ^mtsench*^ 
ment.. After the first day of the siege 'there was 
scant leisure for funeral rites. To find the Jast^pest-r. 
ing-place of the remaining dead of this siege we<must^ 
quit the enclosure and walk across the maidan to a 
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spot among the trees by the roadside under the 
shadow of No. 4 Barrack. There was an empty well 
here when the siege begun ; three weeks after, when 
the siege ended, this well contained the bodies of 
250 British people. With daylight the battle raged 
s^round that sepulchre, but when the night came the 
slain of the day were borne thither with stealthy step 
and scant attendance. Now the well is filled up, and 
above it, inside a small, ornamental enclosure, formed 
by iron railings, there rises a monument which bears 
the following inscription : '' In a. well under this en* 
closure were laid by the hands of their fellows in 
suffering the bodies of men, women, and children, who 
died hard by during the heroic defence of Wheeler s 
entrenchment when beleagured by the rebel Nana." 
Below the inscription is this apposite quotation from 
Fsalm cxli. : " Our bones are scattered at the grave s 
mouth, as when one cutteth and cleaveth wood upon 
the earth. But mine eyes are unto Thee, O God the 
Lord;" At the corners of the flower plot are small 
crosses bearing individual names. One commemo- 
rates Sir Geoi^e Parker, the cantonment magistrate ; 
a second, Captain Jenkins ; a third. Lieutenant 
Saunders and the men of the 84th Regiment ; a 
fpurth. Lieutenant Glanville and the men of the 
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Madras Fusiliers ; and here, too, lies stout-hearted 
yet tender-hearted John MacKillop of the Civil 
Service, the hero of another well — that from which 
the team of buffaloes are now drawing water to make 
the mortar for the Memorial Church. Thence was 
procured the water for the garrison, and it was a 
target also for the rebel artillery, so that the appear- 
ance of a man with a pitcher by day, and by night 
the creaking of the tackle, was. the signal for a shower 
of grape. But John MacKillop, " not being a fighting 
man,'' made himself useful, as he modestly put it, for 
a week as Captain of the Well, till a grapeshot sent 
him to that other well thence never to return. 

The Memorial Church is in the form of a cross, and 
now that it is at last finished, is not destitute of 
beauty as regards its interior. Perhaps it is in place^ 
but the noblest monument that could commemorate 
Cawnpore would have the maintenance, for the 
wonder of the world unto all time, of the entrench- 
ment and what it surrounded, as nearly as possible in 
the condition in which they were left on the evacua- 
tion of the garrison. The grandest monument in 
the world is the residency of Lucknow, which re- 
mains and is kept up substantially in the condition in 
which it was left when Sir Colin Campbell brought 
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out Its garrison in November, 1857 ; and the Cawn- 
pore entrenchment would have been a still nobler 
memorial, as the abiding testimony to a defence even 
more wonderful, although unfortunately unsuccessful, 
than that of Lucknow. But the Memorial Church of 
Cawnpore will always be interesting by reason of its 
site, and of the memorial tablets on the walls of its 
interior. In the left transept is a tablet "To the 
memory of the Engineers of the East Indian Rail- 
way, who died and were killed in the great insurrec- 
tion of 1857 ; erected in affectionate remembrance 
by their brother Engineers in the North- West Pro- 
vinces." On the left side of the nave are several 
tablets. One is to the memory of poor young John 
Nicklen Martin, killed in the boats at Suttee Chowra 
Ghaut. Another commemorates three officers, two 
sergeants, two corporals, a drummer, and twenty 
privates of the 34th Regiment killed at the (second) 
Battle of Gawnpore, on the 28th November, 1857 ; 
the day on which the Gwalior contingent, seduced 
into rebellion by Tantia Topee, made itself so un- 
pleasant to General Windham, the " Cawnpore Run- 
ners," and other regiments of that officer's command. 
A third is '* To the memory of E. G. Chalwin, 2nd 
Light Cavalry, and his wife Louisa, who both 
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perished during the siege of Cawnpore in July, 1857. 
These are they which came out of great tribulation."^ 
A fourth commemorates Captain Gprdon and Lieut. 
Hensley, of the 82nd Foot, also victims of the 
Gwalior contingent. In the right of the nave there 
is a tablet " Sacred to the memory of Philip Hayes 
Jackson, who, with Jane, his wife, and her brother,. 
Ralf Blyth Croker, were massacred by rebels at 
Cawnpore on 27th June." Another is to Lieutenant 
Angelo, of i6th Grenadiers Bengal Native Infantry,, 
who also fell in the boat massacre ; and a third is ta 
the memor}'' of the gallant Stuart Beatson, who was. 
Havelock's adjutant-general, and who, dying as he 
was of cholera, did his work at Pandoo Nuddee and 
Cawnpore in a dhoolie. In the right transept are 
tablets in memory of the officers of the Connaught 
Rangers, and of the officers and men of the 32nd 
Cornwall Regiment> "who fell in defence of Lucknow 
and Cawnpore and subsequent campaign " — 14 
officers and 448 " women and men." And here, too,; 
is perhaps the most affecting memorial of any— a 
tablet " In memory of Mrs. Moore, Mrs. Wainwright,. 
Miss- Wainwright, Mrs. Hill, 43 soldiers' wives, and' 
55 children, murdered in Cawnpore in June, 1857." 
It is easy enough now to follow the footsteps of 
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Mrs. Moore, dangerous as was that journey of hers» 
from the entrenchment to the corner of No. 2 Bar- 
rack, which she was wont to make when her husband 
went on duty there to strengthen the hands of Mow- 
bray Thomson. There is no trace now, and the 
very memory of its whereabouts is lost, of the 
bamboo hut in a sheltered comer which the garrison 
of this exposed post built for the brave gentlewoman. 
But No. 2 Barrack, except that it is finished and 
tenanted, stands now very much as it did when 
Glanville first, and v/hen he fell then Mowbray 
Thomson, defended with a success which seems so 
wonderful when we look at the place defended and 
its situation. The garrison was not always the 
same. " My sixteen men," writes Thomson, " con- 
sisted in the first instance of Ensign Henderson, of 
the 56th Native Infantry, five or six of the Madras 
Fusiliers; two platelayers and some men of the 84th. 
The first instalment was soon disabled. The Madras 
Fusiliers were all shot at their posts. Several of the 
84th also fell, but in consequeuce of the importance 
of the position, as soon as a loss in my little corps 
was reported, Captain Moore sent us over a rein- 
forcement from the entrenchment. Sometimes a 
soldier, sometimes a civilian, came. The orders 
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given us were not to surrender with our lives, and we 
did our best to obey them." And in a line with No. 
2 Barrack is No. 4 Barrack, held with equal staunch- 
ness by a party of Civil Engineers who had been 
employed on the East Indian Railroad, and who had 
for their commander Captain Jenkins. Seven of the 
engineers perished in the defence of this post. 

There is nothing more to see on the maidan, and 
one feels his anger rising at the obliteration of every- 
thing that might help toward the. localization of 
associations. Let us leave the scene of the defence, 
and follow the track of the defenders as they 
marched down to the scene of the great treachery. 
The distance from the entrenchment to the ghaut is 
barely a mile. Think of that stirrup-cup — that dock 
an dJwrras — of cold water, in which the hapless band 
pledged one another. The noble Moore cheerily 
leads the way down the slope to the bridge with the 
white rails with an advance guard of a handful of his 
32nd men. The palanquins with th^ women, the 
children, and the wounded follow, the latter bandaged 
up with strips of women's gowns and petticoats, and 
fragments of shirt-sleeves. And then come the 
fighting men — a gallant, ragged, indomitable band. 
A martinet colonel would stand aghast— for save for 
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•a regimental button here and there, he would find it 
. hard to recognize the gaunt, hairy, sun-scorched 
squad for British soldiers. But let who might incline 
to disown these few war-worn men in their dirty 
flannel rags and fragmentary nankeen breeches, their 
foes know them for what they are, and make way for 
the white sahibs, with no dressing indeed in their 
ranks, but each man with his rifle on his shoulder, the 
deadly revolver in his belt, and the fearless glance in 
the hollow eye. The wooden bridge with the white 
rails ^pans at right angles a rough irregular glen, 
which widens out as it approaches the river, some 
three hundred yards distant from the bridge. It is a 
mere footpath that leaves the road on the hither side 
of the bridge, and skirting the dry bed of the nullah, 
touches the river close to the old temple. By this 
footpath it was that our countrymen and country- 
women passed down to the trap that had been laid 
for them in the mouth of the glen. There are few to 
whom the details of that fell scene are not familiar. 
What a contrast between the turmoil and devilry of 
it, and the serene calmness of the all but solitude the 
Ghaut now presents ! On the knolls of the further 
side snug bungalows nestle among the trees, under 
the verandah of one of which a lady is playing with 
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her children. The village of Suttee Chowra on the 
bluff on the left of the Ghaut, where Tantia Topee's 
5epoys were concealed, no longer exists ; a pretty 
bungalow and its compound occupy its site. The 
little temple on the water's edge by the Ghaut is 
slowly mouldering into decay ; on the plaster of the 
coping of its river wall you may see the marks of the 
treacherous bullets. The stair which, built against its 
wall, led down to the water's edge, has disappeared. 
Tantia Topee's dispositions for the perpetration of 
the treachery could not now succeed, for the Ganges 
has changed its course, and there is deep water close 
in shore at the Ghaut. In the stream nearest to the 
Oude side the river has cast up a long narrow dearah 
island, in the fertile mud of which melons are culti- 
vated where once whistled the shot from the guns on 
the Oude side of the river. A Brahmin priest is 
placidly sunning himself on the river platform of the 
temple, over the dome of which hangs the foliage of 
a peepul tree. A dhobie is washing the shirts of a 
sahib in the stream that once was dyed with the 
blood of the sahibs. There is no monument here, no 
superfluous reminder of the terrible tragedy. The 
man is not to be envied whose eyes are dry, and 
whose heart beats its normal pulsations, while he 
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stands here alone in this spot so densely peopled by 
associations at once so tragic and so glorious. 

The scene of the massacre lies some distance higher 
up the river. As we cross the Ganges Canal, the 
native city lying on our left, there rises up before us 
the rich mass of foliage that forms the outer screen of 
the beautiful Memorial Gardens. The hue of the 
greenery would be sombre but for the blossoms which 
relieve it,* emblem of the divine hope which mitigated 
the gloom of despair for our countrywomen who 
perished so cruelly in this balefully historic spot. Of 
the Bcebeeghur, the term by which among the natives 
is known the bungalow where the massacre was per- 
petrated, not one stone now remains on another, but 
neither its memory nor its name will be lost for all 
time. Natives are strolling in the shady flower- 
bordered walks of the Memorial Gardens, the prohibi- 
tion which long debarred their entrance having been 
wisely removed. In the centre of the garden rises, 
fringed with cypresses, a low mound, the summit of 
which is crowned by a circular screen, or border, of 
light and beautiful open-work architecture. The 
circular space enclosed is sunk, and from the centre 
of this sunk space there rises a pedestal on which 
stands the marble presentment of an angel. There 
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IS no need to explain what episode in the tragic store 
this monument commemorates ; the inscription round 
the capital of the pedestal tells its tale succinctly in- 
deed, but the words burn. *' Sacred," it runs, " to the 
perpetual memory of the great company of Christian 
people, chiefly women and children, who near this 
spot were cruelly massacred by the followers of the 
rebel Nana Doondoo Punth of Bithoor ; and cast, the 
dying with the dead, into the well below, on the 15th 
day of July, 1857." A few paces to the north-west of 
the monument is the spot where stood the bungalow 
in which the massacre was done ; and now, where the 
sight they saw maddened our countrymen long ago to 
a frenzy of revenge, there bloom roses and violets. 
And a step further on, in a thicket of arbor vitce trees 
and cypresses, is the " Memorial Churchyard," with its 
many nameless mounds, for here were buried not a 
few who died during the long occupation of Cawn- 
pore, and in the combats around it. Here there is a 
monument to Thornhill, the judge of Futtehghur, 
Mary his wife, and their two children, who perished 
in the massacre. Thornhill was one of the males 
brought out from the bungalow and shot earlier in 
the afternoon than the women's time came. Another 
monument bears this inscription : — " Sacred to the 
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memory of the women and children of the 32nd, this 
monument is raised by twenty men of the same 
regiment, who were passing through Cawnpore, Nov. 
21, 1857." An officer who formerly belonged to the 
company lays a stone to the memory of the women 
and children of the ist Company 6ist Bengal Native 
Infantry, and among the tombstones are those of 
gallant Douglas Campbell of the 78th, Woodford of 
the 2nd Battalion Rifle Brigade, and Young of the 
4th Bengal Native Infantry. 



CHRISTMAS PRESENTS BY 

POST. 

Six o'clock has struck at St. Martin's-Ie-Grand. 
The letter and newspaper traps have shut with an 
inexorable bang. The yard is crowded with mail 
carts, and the crowd is swollen by other carts which 
come trooping in from the district stations. Porters 
are swarming from the carts to the shoots, staggering 
under great sacks, of which they rid themselves with 
a grunt such as a paviour emits as his blow descends. 
We enter the building, and, threading innumerable, 
passages, step out on to the balcony that overhangs 
and overlooks the great hall, or rather series of halls, 
of the Circulation Department. " I stood on the 
bridge " — not indeed at midnight, nor " heard the 
breakers roar ; " but heard instead a continuous 
pattering of stamping like the steady rattle o[ a 
hailstorm on a wooden roof. At one set of tables 
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boys are "facing" the letters— placing them right end 
up, in order to be dealt with by the nimble-wristed men 
-who are plying the stamping instruments with a deft 
celerity that only long practice could impart. There 
are pyramids of letters here, but no sacks; for this is 
the East Central Department, where are dealt with 
letters posted at St. Martin*s-le-Grand itself, and 
from the wells underneath the shoots the letters are 
brought in baskets to the "facing" tables. It is not 
here, but in another ^ division of the huge open space, 
where the letters are sorted and disposed of, that we 
saw being brought in from the district post-offices in 
the mail carts. This latter hall, as we look down 
upon It, seems a chaos of sacks, in which and in the 
midst of what seems a drifting snowstorm of letters 
and packets serried files of sorters are toiling. 

We make a descent by the lift on its downward 
journey, and are on the floor of the Circulation Hall, 
in imminent danger, as it seems, of being over- 
>vhelmed by an avalanche compounded in equal 
proportion of sacks and porters. Somehow or other 
we struggle along a gangway between two tiers of 
sorting desks, till we find ourselves in a broader and 
clearer space that runs across the centre of the hall. 
At length there is a chance to use one's eyes without 
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running the risk of being blinded by masses of the 
correspondence of London. The tables or sorting 
desks, covered with high-heaped masses of letters, 
extend to right and left of us in long rows, and at 
them stand thickly the busy sorters. On the opposite 
side of the sorting table is a row of sunken boxes, 
each representing a line of railway, with baskets 
above for the different London districts. There is 
something bewildering in the nimbleness with which 
letters fly into the boxes and baskets from the hands 
of the sorters ; but nimble as the sorters are, we get 
an opportunity of a glimpse at the heaps of letters as 
they melt away before the rapid manipulation. Full 
of bright colours are these heaps to-night ; they are 
studded all over with Christmas cards. Look at this 
golden-headed little one leaning over a partition, and 
contemplating with intensely bright, blue eyes, three 
extraordinarily gaudy-breasted robins pecking at 
crumbs, while the mild joke is printed on the wall of 
the mansion, " Poaching on a gentleman's preserves.'* 
On this other one behold disporting a bevy of tiny 
cupids and cupidesses rollicking in the merriment of 
blind man's buff. I am morally certain, too, that in 
those square envelopes, addressed in handwriting that 
is manifestly feigned, there are more Christmas cards. 
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Paterfamilias, sitting in his glum City office, after he 
has signed the last cheque and written the last busi- 
ness letter, has engaged himself in laboriously feign- 
ing feminine caligraphy on this envelope, with intent 
to" practise an innocent delusion on the young ones 
out at Clapham. Won't there be blank amazement 
to-morrow morning, when the postman brings the 
budget, as to who in the world could have sent the 
pretty cards ; and won't mamma, who, of course, in 
the curtain conclave overnight has been entrusted 
with the profound secret, pretend to be the most 
amazed and bewildered of everybody, except papa 
himself, whose agony of speculation as to the identity 
of the sender will be something absolutely excru- 
ciating to behold ! And there are other letters, too, 
that have a pleasant flavour of Christmas time about 
them, such as the one bearing the superscription, 
" From No. 420, Private John Smith, Forty-tenth 
Buffs, Bangalore, to Mrs. Smith, Beanstalk Village, 
by Chawfat, Broadhamptonshire. J. P. Swordknot, 
Colonel, commanding Forty-tenth Buffs." Honest 
Jack Smith, soldiering aw^ay out in India, has not 
forgotten the old mother that bore him, '* though seas 
between them wide do roll," and he has dexterously 
timed his epistle so that the good dame will receive it 
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as the village church bells are chiming for the Christ- 
mas morning service. 

Let us move down to the left where the packet 
tables are. Here the dispensation of Christmas 
presents by post falls heavily indeed on the toiling 
sorters. The piles of packets are nearly as high as 
their heads, impeding indeed their opportunity of a 
straight shoot at the boxes and baskets opposite to 
them. There are more than double the ordinary 
number of packets, and it is fair to reckon that the 
overplus are all Christmas presents. The packets 
are of all shapes and sizes. There are manifest toy 
books, addressed in great round hand, so that the 
specimens of the rising generation to whom they are 
addressed may be able to peruse the superscription, 
and so take care that no mistake occurs ; boxes of 
games that rattle as you shake them ; little bundles 
that emit mysterious squeaks when you squeeze them ; 
packets of circular contour that may represent " the 
wonderful prismatic top " or the " Dancing Sailor, 
who dances most naturally on the self-winding colour 
top (post free 12 stamps)." I could almost swear 
that this great packet — as to which I wonder how 
any letter-box could have taken it — contains a magic 
lantern, and I tremble to think of the result if there 
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should be oil in the lamp and it should escape into 
the miscellaneous correspondence. Here is a card 
with two dolls skewered upon it — one a big one the 
other a little one, and below the little one the plead- 
ing child-words, " I want to go home to Papa." 
There are Christmas cards here, too, at this packet- 
table — whole handfuls of them — some comic, some 
sentimental ; the comic preponderating over the 
sentimental. On some the addresses arc on the 
reverse, and the sorters get impatient, and then 
laugh at their impatience as they look at the comical 
figures on the principal side ; others carr}- their 
addresses written upon the shields borne by the 
desperately warlike and truculent-looking figures — 
invariably with long moustaches — which are deli- 
neated on them. There are piles of woollen material 
— comforters, cuffs ; nightcaps, I believe, although on 
this point I am not prepared to be positive ; clouds of 
" clouds," as I am given to understand are styled 
those parti-coloured woollen streamers which ladies 
negligently entwine around their graceful forms, and 
wrought slippers innumerable. What profound 
mystery is hidden under this gorgeously-covered 
packet, athwart the top of which four Chinamen 
stalk, bearing on their shoulders the representation of 
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a mighty chest, on the side of which is written an 
address with the instruction below, • " Dear papa, 
please distribute?" Is that the seasonable present 
of a pair of skates, whose cover is so beshrouded 
with stamps as hardly to leave room for the address ? 
It is unsatisfactory work to stand by the packet table 
guessing at the contents of packets, for the uncer- 
tainty ruins the romance. What you set down as a 
tiara of jewels may in reality be a set of false teeth, 
and the volume which you take to be an illustrated 
edition of the " Histoiy of Cockrobin," may be a 
treatise on conic sections or a work on veterinary 
surgery. But there is a spot where there need be no 
more unsatisfactory speculation, but where the secrets 
of a good many packets stand revealed. Just as in 
the buffets with this world of ours a good many of us 
get mauled and knocked about, so in their brief span 
of life, from the receiving-office to the sorting-table, 
not a few postal packets do not escape unscathed. 
The hurt ones are very tenderly dealt with. They 
are borne away to a side-table, which is called " the 
hospital ** — and in this Post-office infirmary two 
clever surgeons dexterously stitch up their wounds, 
set all their broken limbs in splints, and in fine cure 
such of them as are at all curable, in a marvellously 
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jshort space of time. Some of the patients seem 
past cure. Alas for the pretty box of bonbons that 
has burst open, and the contents of which are 
brought piecemeal into hospital, where the surgeon 
receives them with a shake of the head. /;/ extremis 
seems this doll, whose integuments have been torn 
off, whose nose has been stove in, and one of whose 
nether limbs arrive some time after the frame to which 
it belongs. A bit of string tinkers up a box contain- 
ing a lump of plum cake half cased in sugar, but there 
is no cure for this packet of Taddy's snuff, addressed 
in a woman's handwriting to a woman, and the con- 
tents whereof, pervading the atmosphere generally, set 
•everybody a-sneezing. " The Devout Life " will live 
•on with an extra slip of paper and a bit of sealing 
wax. Decidedly " open for inspection " is the doll in 
this parcel ; the head sticks up out of the paper, and 
something or other has given Madame a black eye. 
A pair of baby's shoes, with an inscription "from 
Auntie '* pinned on them, have been sore battered as 
to cover, but the address is all right, and with luck 
baby will wear the pretty little boots, as she sits 
crowing on her mother's lap to-morrow night. A 
box of real roses, sent from France to Scarborough, 
has got broken, and some of the leaves fall on the 
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surgeon's tabic as the delicious odour scents the air. 
With tender finger he handles the beautiful bouquet, 
and let us hope the fair one whose bosom it will 
adorn to-morrow night will scarcely be cognizant of 
the mishap. It makes one sorry to look on the 
damage that has befallen this boxful of tiny dressed 
dolls, but the tender little things are gently repacked 
and fastened up. The trussed fowl in this package 
has not been seriously injured, nor has the snipe in 
this other, but the surgeon sniffs disgust at its high 
condition as he makes it fit for the road again. 
After all it is not so bad as the dead puppy which 
passed through his hands the other night. This 
morning he had to deal with a package of tallow 
candles, and a saveloy enveloped in tissue paper. As 
we gossip there is emptied out before him a curious 
medley. There is a smashed scent-bottle, whose 
contents have been mainly absorbed by a chignon 
addressed to a married lady. A woolly dog, that 
barks snappishly when he is handled, is half out of 
his paper kennel. A box of mistletoe has seriously 
suffered, but the doctor Gehiilfe is dexterously to the 
front, and cherry lips may yet be kissed under it to- 
morrow night. Here are two ladies* caps, one — I 
love to be particular — in mauve with black beads, the 
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other adorned with black flowers. Why didn't the 
gentleman who sent the beautiful bouquet to the lady 
in Surrey enclose it in a better box, and why, oh ! 
why was not the dish of larks forwarded in some- 
thing more substantial than a fragile case of paper, 
so as to avert the amalgamation into which they had 
entered with the contents of Master Jack's paint- 
box ? " For dear Selina, with Aunt Anna's best 
love ** is the inscription on a card that comes into 
hospital with what seems a miscellaneous heap of 
debris, but out of which the clever surgeons soon 
evolve order ; and it is pleasant to see ultimately 
affixed to the envelopes of each their certificate of 
discharge, in the shape of a stamp bearing that, 
having been found open, they have been refastened 
and forwarded. 

But, alas ! everything that comes into hospital does 
not thus go out cured. No matter how skilled the 
medical men, there is no hospital but must have a 
deadhouse in its purlieus, and close by the St. 
Martin's-le-Grand Hospital for maimed letters, there 
is the deadhouse for such as have been posted with 
no address, or which have lost their addresses in the 
transit from the district post-offices. It must surely 
have been the tumultuous agitation of a throbbing 
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heart which prevented the gentleman from affixing 
any address outside the neat case that enclosed the 
pretty emerald earrings, necklace, and cross, that he 
meant should have reached his ladye love on Christ- 
mas morning. The pocket handkerchief with " For- 
get me not " daintily broidered on its corner, will 
scarcely reach its destination, lying there as it is in 
the deadhouse basket, not only without an address 
but without a scrap of wrapper. What will Miss 
Cinderella do for lack of the twinkling little bottines 
that some one has posted to her, but off which the 
label has been torn } The poor child who sent the 
pencil-case with the paper round it on which is 
written in big text, "A present for papa," would weep 
bitter tears to-night if she knew her pretty present 
were lying in the deadhouse for want of an address ; 
and it makes one's heart heavy to know that there 
will be no delivery to-morrow morning of the book- 
marker with " Forget me not '* broidered on it, and 
round which, in great straggling letters, is the letter 
of the little one — " Darling Lily, wishing you a 
merry Christmas and a happy new year. You must 
please excuse the writing because it is so late." Lily's 
little sister has forgotten the address, perhaps " be- 
cause it is so late ; " and the card of Sister Ellen, of 
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Kensington, " To my sister, for thee my own sweet 
sister," has lost its envelope, if it ever had one. It 
may be submitted that a packet addressed to 
" Master C Nisher," without another scrap of direc- 
tion, IS a scarcely sufficient address ; and Master 
Nisher's Christmas present will, therefore, spend its 
Christmas in the deadhouse ; as will, too, a beautiful 
pair of earrings in the form of tiny lapis lazuli shoes, 
girt with emerald rings, and most carefully packed ; 
but posted unaddressed. From the hospital, it is but 
a step to the blind asylum, where two preternaturally 
acute gentlemen, with the help of directories, guides, 
and references of various kinds, are engaged in sup- 
plementing deficient addresses, and deciphering- 
difficult ones. They are not easy to beat ; but they 
cannot see their way to the transmission of a letter 
addressed to "Mr. J. Blomfield, Essex;" or of another 
from Germany, addressed " Herr J. Packendorff, 
Skene and Lydde." 

While the bustle of the *' Ordinary Correspond- 
ence" department is at its height, let us enter 
through the door in this partition, the smaller section 
of the hall in which the more complex system of the 
Registered Letter Department is conducted. Here 
every letter is verified by an elaborate series of 
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checks, and a permanent record is taken of the 
address of every letter forwarded, while no letter is 
sent out without being tied up with green tape. 
Christmas affects this department quite as much as 
the other, for to-night there are over 6,000 registered 
letters, which is considerably more than a third above 
the average number. There is jewellery, you may be 
sure, in these neat little boxes, so carefully covered 
and sealed. On some tables there are piles of small 
square packets, each containing a watch. If you are 
not sure about the contents you may listen, and you 
will hear the watches ticking away industriously. 
Some watches are forwarded in another way — packed 
in little balls of hay or dry seaweed. There is no- 
hospital here, for registered letters come from the 
district offices in a bag by themselves ; but occasion- 
ally, nevertheless, there are mishaps. The super- 
intendent once found a couple of clerks on the floor 
groping after quite a number of diamond rings, 
brooches, and earrings that had been shaken loose 
out of the bag on being emptied. It is odd to notice 
the little jewel boxes mingled with the portly letters 
of bankers, containing securities, shares, stock, or it 
may be bank-notes themselves. In the foreign 
registered department there is some extra pressure as 
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elsewhere, it being calculated that about one-third of 
the whole number of letters are Christmas presents. 
But a large proportion of the foreign registered 
letters containing Christmas presents have gone 
already before to-night ; with intent that they should 
duly complete their longer journey so as to reach 
their destination on Christmas morning. As soon as 
the registered letters are all dealt with, the bags — the 
registered letters go in green bags — are sealed up 
and taken out into the " ordinary correspondence " 
department, where they are inserted in the bags that 
are to hold the unregistered letters going to the same 
destinations. 

But in this " ordinary correspondence " depart- 
ment, spite of the exertions made, the ingens moles 
of letters still broods over the scene, although it only 
wants a quarter to eight o'clock, and eight is the 
normal hour for clearing. To be clear by eight to- 
night is hopeless, but there is a special premium for 
celerity that everyone seems determined to earn if 
possible. The heaps melt away as if by magic. 
What a German military writer calls the " order of 
disorder " reigns supreme. There is a frantic spasm 
as the clock strikes eight, and in a minute more one 
of the tables is clear. Others follow in quick succes- 
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sion. The letters already sorted into " divisions " 
and " railways " are whirled to the places where the 
" divisions " and " railways " are sorted into " roads," 
and then sorted into " towns." This operation is a 
very rapid one. The whole area of the hall is sud- 
denly transformed into a billowy sea of sacks, which 
are rapidly stacked on trollies, and wheeled at the 
run through separate doors, out on to the loading- 
stage, which projects from the first-floor, on three 
sides of the Post-office. This platform Is sub- 
divided according to the different lines of railway 
carrying the mails. Above every shoot is a lettered 
lamp light, below is a two-horse mail-cart How the 
men in the mail-carts escape being imbedded in the 
avalanche of mail-bags that descends upon them is a 
mystery. Ten minutes' intense exertion finishes the 
work as the clock chimes a quarter past eight The 
folding lids of the carts are shut down, and the rattle 
of hoofs resounds on the stones, as " Royal Mail " 
after " Royal Mail " dashes off* for the various sta- 
tions. Close on sixty tons of letters, packets, and 
papers have been dealt with since six o'clock, and 
bar accidents, all save those whose destination is 
very remote, will be delivered to-morrow morning. 
Among the mass go the Christmas presents of which 
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we have written ; all at least save the wretched ones 
in the deadhouse. Christmas Day is our British 
jour de Van^ and what has been written of a Christ- 
mas Eve in the Post-office will show that the kindly 
custom of Christmas presents prospers mightily. 
May the presents bring happiness and prosperity and 
a Merry Christmas, to the recipients, be they young 
or old, children or adults. 



ON THE LINE OF MARCH^ 

AN AUTUMN MANCEUVRE SKETCH. 

" Boots and saddles '* have been followed by the 
" Turn out " and the " General parade ; " the colonel 
has been round the ranks and given the word " Files 
right ; " out to the front trots the Advance Guard, 
and the band follows close up. There are the three 
taps upon the kettledrums, and then at a signal from 
the bandmaster the musicians strike up a merry tune, 
and away goes the regiment on the line of march. 
The streets of Exeter, early as is the hour, are lined 
with spectators, kindly of face and pleasant of talk to 
the " horse-soldiers." The old pensioner at the street 
corner is the oracle of his group, and does not forget 
to recount to a listening audience how the " ould 
Thirteenth Light '* rode in the first rank in the Light 
Cavalry charge at Balaclava. " See, there's the 
medal on the colonel's breast" The gay and gallant 
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troopers get their heels down and their toes in, and 
with a sly touch of the bit and pressure of the leg set 
their horses a-capering just as that first-floor window 
IS passed, which is full of pretty girls, who blush and 
giggle and pretend to turn away — but don't — as the 
pas^hg horsemen kiss their hands, or by other ges- 
tures indicate susceptibility to their charms. The 
regiment has been in Exeter but a single night, yet it 
is surprising to any one who does not know the 
facility with which soldiers make friends what a 
number of acquaintances it owns already. Corporal 
Sabretasche bends low in the saddle to shake hands 
as he passes with the two sisters to whom last 
evening he did the honours of the camp. Trooper 
Swipes don't care so much about female acquaint- 
ances — there is hardly beer enough in their society 
for honest Bill ; but he, too, has made some friends, 
and after he has shaken hands with the stout beer- 
house-keeper on the kerbstone, he is observed to be 
stowing away in his haversack a soda-water bottle 
which you may depend does not contain soda-water. 
The town is cleared, and the regiment winds its way 
along a devious ascending lane in the open country. 
The word " ride at ease " passes from front to rear, 
and straightway pipes appear, and clouds of tobacco 
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smoke are wafted away over the hedgerows. Be* 
tween scraps of barrack-room conversation, larded 
with barrack-room oaths, you hear comments on the 
beauty of the scenery and the pleasure of the travel- 
ling. Remember what " the line of march," with its 
variety, its jollity, its comparative freedom, is to these 
fellows, fresh from arid Aldershot, with its charac- 
teristics of sand, dirty singing-gaffs, the Long Valley, 
riding school, and ** watering order *' along the Farn- 
borough road. The older soldiers have had nothing 
of this since the journey home from last year's 
Autumn Manoeuvres; to the recruit it is a new 
world. He has heard so much in the barrack-room 
about the delights of the road ; he pleaded so 
earnestly with his sergeant-major that he should be 
mounted, and not left behind ; and now at last here 
he is, veritably " on the line of march." He put on 
his kit this morning as quickly as the sergeant-major's 
man himself ; his horse he feels in rare fettle under 
him as the clever chestnut arches his neck, and steps 
proudly up the lane ; he does not care who parades 
him — no, not if it were the Duke himself — and, in fine, 
he for the first time feels himself no more a barrack- 
square recruit, but a real, live, matured Hussar. 
The hedgerows are all of a tangle with blossoming 
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wild flowers, that trail their sprays into the narrow 
roadway, and flick the flies away from the ears of the 
troop horses. The balmy summer wind comes off 
the adjacent fields laden with the pleasant scent of 
the fresh hay, and rustles cheerfully among the tall 
standing wheat already begun to whiten into harvest. 
In front is a wood of dwarf oaks embedded in a floral 
undergrowth, out from which stick up great masses 
of grey rock, whose rugosities are softened by the 
tender leaves of the rock-ivy. Behind stretches wide 
one of the fairest prospects that this land of ours, rich 
beyond any other in fair prospects, can display. 
Below us, in a setting of emerald green, basks the 
smiling town of Exeter, its roofs, and streets, and 
gardens dominated by the fretwork towers of the 
Cathedral. The gentle green slopes beyond are parti- 
tioned into fields by hedgerows of darker green and 
flecked by clumps of trees. Here and there is a 
park, with its mansion-house embowered among 
ornamental timber, through which is fitfully visible 
the gleam of water. Below the town the valley 
becomes wider, and in the centre, far down, the broad 
bosom of the Exe shows itself between the frills of 
trees that fringe its margins. That white streak 
gleaming in the sunshine is Exmouth, and the still, 
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glittering blue expanse beyond is the English 
Channel. 

We have not lost this prospect, or ceased envying 
the villagers of Longdown who abide continually in 
its fruition, when we overtake the regimental trans- 
port waggons, which, although they started earlier, 
have been retarded by the steepness of the hills. As 
the regiment passes them they halt, and one notices 
that, although the transport is under the charge of a 
very efficient officer, the principal control of it is, at 
least in his own opinion, vested in " Billy," who su- 
perintends arrangements from the summit of one of 
the tarpaulins. " Billy" is the regimental dog. It is 
needless to say that he is hideously ugly, and that 
his cool assurance — in point of fact, his cheek — is on 
a par with his ugliness. I recommend to psycholo- 
gists the study of the reason why there exists a mys- 
terious affinity between soldiers and ugly dogs. A 
handsome dog turns up his nose at entering the 
troop-room, and when he looks in superciliously he is 
not invited to stay. But a bandy-legged, watery- 
eyed, kink-backed, stump-tailed wretch of a mongrel 
walks in with a hail-fellow-well-met manner, and 
forms up to the corporal for a bone in the frankest 
and homeliest spirit. Nor is he scouted. The uglier 
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he is the better he is liked. The men at first chaff 
him a little about his looks, just as they do an 
awkward recruit, but he outlives and rises superior to 
this good-humoured contumely, and presently can 
afford to be himself patronising. Once enlisted he is 
a soldier for life. He is not one of " Cardwells men," 
who pledge themselves to the colours for a short 
term of service, and then are supposed — or rather 
were expected — to return to their native villages, and 
there foster morals and a love for soldiering. " Billy " 
has no native village, and it is to be feared no 
morals. He has thrown in his fate with the regi- 
ment, and when the troop-ship sails which will by- 
and-by convey it to India, Billy, squatting com- 
posedly on the topgallant fok'sle or the long boat, 
will placidly contemplate the fast receding shores of 
his native Britain, and later, under the burning sun 
of an eastern clime, will no doubt find all his energy 
called forth in the pursuit of snapping at the calves 
of coloured gentlemen. The rear-guard are still en- 
joying the soft music of Billy's yelp when the trumpet 
sounds " trot," and away bumps the regiment jingling 
and clanking. The troop horses, their breeding 
stirring in them, toss their heads merrily, arch their 
crests to the bit, and carry themselves as proudly as 
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if they were passing the Queen in single file. Our 
recruit is in a rapture of exhilaration by this time, and 
would not take his discharge if you offered it to 
him without a penny of purchase-money — almost a 
fabulous acme of a soldier's contentment with his 
lot. A hill stops the trot by-and-by, and hard by a 
water-mill on a pretty meadow the " halt " is sounded, 
and the men swing themselves out of their saddles, 
and stretch their legs and ease their horses. Here, 
as at every cross-road, field-gate, and hamlet, there 
is a little knot of country-folk gathered to see the 
"soldiers" pass. Their geniality is dashed with a 
certain respectful awe. They say "Sir" to the 
privates, touch their hats to the sergeants, and evi- 
dently regard the colonel as quite on a par with the 
late Duke of Wellington, The miller and his men, 
aye and his frank-faced womenkind as well, bring 
out jugs and pitchers of milk and pailfuls of fair cold 
spring-water, and give unto the thirsty men to drink. 
And then they convey by a respectful circumlocution 
their desire to hear military music. They don't ask 
the colonel that he bid the band strike up — that 
would, they seem to think, be too great a liberty ; 
but one " maid of the mill " says unto another, 
" Oh, shouldn't I just love to hear them instruments 
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a-playing." And so "them instruments" do begin 
a-playing, and we move on with cheery adieux and 
good wishes from the population of the mill-hamlet. 
Then, down in the bottom, where the river, having 
passed in a broken rapid under a bridge, opens out 
into a broad deep pool girdled with alders, we come 
all of a sudden on the otter hounds owning merrily 
to a sprent. The dogs are speaking, splashing, and 
swimming to and fro, and the steep broken banks are 
being beaten by men with long sticks, while the field, 
consisting of half a dozen horsemen, whose enthu- 
siasm is more sporting than their aspect, are either 
gathered in the road or have got through a gate into 
the meadow. Fain would the regiment linger to 
watch what sport ; but the march has to be com- 
pleted, and the Queen's Regulations contain no pro- 
visions allowing incidental otter hunting by the way. 
As the second " halt " sounds there slowly uprears 
himself from behind a heap of road gravel a bent, 
dilapidated man. He is old, he is round in the 
shoulders, he is set in the knees, on which are big 
knee-caps, for the man is a stone-breaker ; but the bent 
back and the bowed legs somehow straighten as the 
old fellow squares himself to his front, and brings up 
his hand to his forehead in a smart salute. Out of 
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the saddle on to the stones, /acilis descensus — and it is 
not alone troopers to whose lot the fate, often self- 
inflicted, falls. A man may have ridden in Pollock's 
rescue-column, and made the flinders fly in the hand- 
to-hand fighting at Chillianwallah, yet still come to 
a parish job at stone-breaking, while as yet the wrist, 
no longer supple for the sword-fence, can at least 
wield the chipping hammer. It does not do to ques- 
tion too closely. In the days when this old man 
soldiered there were pensions, and that he has not one 
and is at stone-breaking must be his own fault. 

Away up the long narrow valley through the oak 
woods, with the little stream wimpling in the narrow 
streak of meadow below us. Why is it that when 
the word passes, " Singers to the front," and when 
each troop breaks into a rattling ringing chorus, the 
mellow strains of which fill the little valley with joy — 
why is it that good-looking Jack Bridoon singeth not, 
neither maketh merry with his fellows, but rides on 
abstractedly, with an occasional wistful look to the 
front ? Honest Jack has been a fool like many a 
better man before him. On the march from Edin- 
burgh to Aldershot Jack met a winsome Midland- 
county lass, and both being fain, nothing would 
please them but that they should get man*ied. You 
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wag your head sardonically, good madame, over 
" love in a cottage " when you are hinting to your 
fair daughter the detrimentality of Charlie Fraser, of 
the 1 1 Sth Tigerslayers, who has his subaltern's pay and 
about ;g' SO a-year thrown in. It would astonish some 
people to know what is the private soldier's version 
of " love in a cottage " when he has married without 
leave, and has not his wife on the strength of the 
regiment But Jack, if he had been selfish enough to 
marry when in the ranks, would not at least see his 
wife drabbing round the troop-rooms, scouring and 
shirt-washing for a wretched pittance. Jack's old 
folks live down Bridford way, and he sent the girl 
down to them, and turned teetotaller and gave up 
the pipe that she might not be dependent on them 
for more than house-room. And some six months 
ago there came to Jack, as he lay in the Permanent 
Barracks, a letter in the crabbed pothooks of his old 
father, telling him that an event had occurred having 
a tendency to swell the population of Bridford* And 
so Jack is silent and pre-occupied to-day because he 
expects that by the finger-post at the top of the hill 
his winsome Midland-county girl will be waiting for 
him, with their boy in her arms for Jack's paternal 
inspection and approval Well, what need one say 
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anent a glimpse in passing of the flutter of a cotton 
dress, and of an eager loving face ? Is it worth while 
to occupy space with the story of the unsensational 
little meeting, and of how his captain, with a kind 
word, tells Jack to fall out and come on with the 
baggage when it comes up two hours hence ? No, 
let us ride on, and watch the pitching of the camp 
on breezy, highlying Marden Down, from the top of 
which are visible the English Channel and the dim 
outline of the Welsh hills, on the further, side of the 
Bristol Channel. 



GEORGE MARTELL'S BUNDO- 

BUST.* 



George Martell was an indigo-planter in western 
Tirhoot, a fine tract of Bengal stretching from the 
Ganges to the Nepaul Terai, and roughly bounded 
on the west by the Gunduck, on the east by the 
Kussi. Planter-life in Tirhoot is very pleasant to a 
man in robust health, who possesses some resources 
within himself. In many respects it more resembles 
active rural life at home than does any other life led 
by Anglo-Indians. The joys of a planter's life have 
been enthusiastically sung by a planter-poet ; and the 
frank genial hospitality of the planter's bungalow 
stands out pre-eminent even amidst the universal 
hospitality of India. The planter's bungalow is open 
to all comers. The established formula for the 

* Bundobust b an Indian word, which, like many others, has been 
all but formally incorporated into Anglo-Indian English. Its meaning 
is plan, scheme, organised arrangement. 
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arriving stranger is first to call for a brandy-and- 
soda, then to order a bath, and finally to inquire 
the name of the occupant, his host. The laws of 
hospitality are as the laws of the Medes and Persians. 
Once in the famine-time a stranger in a palki reached 
a planter's bungalow in an outlying district, and sent 
in his card. The planter sent him out a drink, but 
did not bid him enter. The stranger remained in the 
verandah till sundown, had another drink, and then 
went on his way. This breach of statute-law became 
known. There was much excuse for the planter, 
for the traveller was a missionar}'*, and in other 
respects was a persona ingrata. But the credit of 
planterhood was at stake ; and so strong was the 
force of public opinion that the planter who had been 
a defaulter in hospitality had to abandon the profes- 
sion, and quit the district. It was on this occasion 
laid down, as a guiding illustration, that if Judas 
Iscariot, when travelling around looking for an 
eligible tree on which to hang himself, had claimed 
the hospitality of a planter s bungalow, the dweller 
therein would have been bound to accord him that 
hospitality. Not even newspaper correspondents 
were to be sent empty away. 

The indigo-planter is " up in the morning early," 
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and away at a swinging canter on his " waler " nag, out 
into the dahaut to visit the zillalis on which his crop 
is growing. He returns when the sun is getting high 
with a famous appetite for a breakfast which is more 
than half luncheon. After his siesta, he may look in 
upon a neighbour — all Tirhoot are neighbours, and 
within a radius of thirty miles is considered next 
door. He would ride that distance any day to spend 
an hour or two in a house brightened by the presence 
of womanhood. His anxious period is mahaye time, 
when the indigo is in the vats, and the quantity and 
quality of the yield depend so much on care and skill. 
But except at mahaye time, he is always ready for 
relaxation, whether it takes the form of a polo-match, 
a pig- sticking expedition, or a race-meeting at Sone- 
poor, Muzzufferpore, or Chumparun. These race- 
meetings last for several days on end, there being 
racing and hunting on alternate days, with a ball 
every second night. It is worth a journey to India 
to see Jimmy Macleod cram a cross-grained "waler" 
over an awkward fence, and squeeze the last ounce 
out of the brute in the run home on the flat. The 
Tirhoot ladies are in all respects charming; and it 
must remain a moot point with the discriminating' 
observer whether they are more delightful in the 
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genial home-circles of which they are the centres and 
ornaments, or in the more exciting stir and whirl of 
the ballroom. After every gathering hecatombs of 
slain male victims mournfully cumber the ground ; 
and one all-conquering fair one, now herself conquered 
by matrimony and motherhood, wrung ruefully from 
those her charms had blighted the title of *the 
destroying angel/ 

George Martell was an honest sort of a clod. He 
stood well with the ryots, and the mark of his factory 
always brought out keen bidding at Thomas's auction- 
mart in Mission-row, and was held in respect in the 
Commission Sale Rooms in Mincing-lane. He was 
a good shikaree, and could hold his own either at 
polo or at billiards ; but being somewhat shy, and 
not a little clumsy, he did not frequent race-balls, 
nor throw himself in the way of ' destroying angels.* 
He had been over a dozen years in the district, and 
had not been known to propose once, so that he had 
come to be set down as something of a misogynist. 
Among his chief allies was a neighbouring planter 
called Mactavish. Mactavish in some incompre- 
hensible way — he being a gaunt, uncouth, bristly 
Scot, whose Highland accent was as strong as the 
whisky with which he had coloured his nose — ^had 

N 
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contrived to woo and win a bonny baby-faced girl, 
the ripple of whose laughter, and the dancing sheen 
of whose auburn curls, filled the Mactavish bungalow 
with glad bright sunshine. When Mac first brought 
home this winsome fairy, Martell had sheepishly 
shunned the residence of his friend, till one fine 
morning, when he came in from the Jahaut, he found 
Minnie Mactavish quite at home among the pipes, 
empty soda-water bottles, and broken chairs that 
constituted the principal articles of furniture in his 
sitting-room. Minnie had come to fetch her hus- 
band's friend, and in her dainty imperious way would 
take no denial. So George had his bath, got a fresh 
horse saddled, nearly chucked Minnie over the other 
side as he clumsily helped her to mount her pony, 
and rode away with her a willing, if somewhat 
clownish, captive. Arriving at the bungalow Mac- 
tavish, honest George was bewildered by the trans- 
formation it had undergone. Flowers were where 
the spirit-case used to stand. There was a drawing- 
room with actually a piano in it ; the World lay on 
the table instead of the Sporting Times; and the 
servants wore a quiet tasteful livery. Mac himself 
had been trimmed and titivated almost out of recog- 
nition. He who had been wont to lounge half the 
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day in his pyjamahs was now almost smartly dressed ; 
his beard was cropped, and his bristly poll brushed 
and oiled. If George had a weak spot in him, It was 
for a simple song well sung. Mrs. Mac, accompany- 
ing herself on the piano, sang to him * The Land o* 
the Leal,' and brewed him a mild peg with her own 
fair hands. George by bedtime did not know whether 
he was on his head or his heels. 

He lay awake all night thinking over all he had 
seen. Mactavish now was clearly a better man than 
ever he had been before. He had told George he 
was living more cheaply as a married man than ever 
he had done as a bachelor ; and in the matter of 
happiness there was no comparison. George rose 
early to go home ; but early as it was, Mrs. Mac was 
up too, and arrayed in a killing morning neglig^ that 
fairly made poor George stammer, gave him his chota 
hazriy and stroked his horse's nose as he mounted. 
About half-way home George suddenly shouted, 
'D — d if I don't do it too!' and brought his hand 
down on his thigh with a smack that set his horse 
buck-jumping. 

In effect, George Martell had determined to get 
married. But where to find a Mrs. Martell } Mrs. 
Mactavish had told him she had no Slster^, and that 

N 2 
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her only relative was a maiden grand-aunt, whom 
George thought must be a little too old to marry, 
unless in the last resort. If he took the field at the 
next race-meeting the fellows would chaff the life out 
of him ; and besides, he scarcely felt himself man 
enough to face a * destroying angel* As he pondered, 
riding slowly homeward, a thought occurred to him. 
When he had been at home a dozen years ago, his 
two girl-sisters had been at school, and their great 
playmate had been a girl of eleven, by name Laura 
Davidson. Laura was a pretty child. He had taken 
occasional notice of her ; had once kissed her, after 
having been severely scratched in the struggle ; and 
had taken her and his sisters to the local theatre. 
What if Laura Davidson — now some three-and-twenty 
— were still single } What if she were pretty and 
nice.? He remembered that the colour of her hair 
was not unlike Mrs. Mac's, and was in ringlets too. 
And what if she were willing to come out and make 
lonely George Martell as happy a man as was that 
lucky old Mac ? 

It was mail-day, and George, taking time by the 
forelock, sat down and wrote to his sister what had 
come into his head. By the return mail he had her 
reply : Laura Davidson was single ; she was nice • 
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she was pretty ; she had fair ringlets ; she had a hazy 
memory of George and the kissing episode, and was 
willing to come out and marry him, and try to make 
him happy. But she could not well come alone ; 
could George suggest any method of chaperonage on 
the voyage ? 

In the district of Chumparun, which in essentials 
is part of Tirhoot, lies the quaint little cavalry can- 
tonment of Segowlie. It is the last relic of the old 
Nepaul war, which caused the erection of a chain 
of cantonments along the frontier, all of which, save 
Segowlie, are now abandoned. There is just room 
for one native cavalry regiment at Segowlie ; and the 
soldiers like the station, because of excellent sport, 
and the good comradeship of the planters. At 
Segowlie, at the time I am writing of, there happened 
to be quartered a certain Major Freeze, whose wife, 
after a couple of years at home, was about returning 
to India. George had some acquaintance with the 
Major, and a far-off profound respect for his wife, 
who was an admirable and stately lady. It occurred 
to him to try whether it could not be managed that 
she should bring out the future Mrs. Martell. He 
saw the Major, who was only too delighted at the 
prospect of a new lady in the district, and the affair 
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was soon arranged. Mrs. Freeze wrote that she and 
Miss Davidson were leaving by such-and-such a mail ; 
and knowing that Martell was rather lumpy when a 
lady was in the case, thoughtfully suggested that he 
should go down to Bombay and meet them ; so as to 
get over the initial awkwardness by making himself 
useful, and gain his intended's respect by swearing at 
the niggers. 

All went well. But George Martell was not quite 
his own master ; he was only part of a * concern,* and 
was bound to do his best for his partners. It hap- 
pened, just about the time the P. & O. steamer was 
due at Bombay, that the most ticklish period of the 
indigo-planters' year was upon Martell. The juice 
had begun to flow from the vats. He had no assistant, 
and he did not dare to leave the work, so he tele- 
graphed to Bombay to explain this to Mrs. Freeze, 
and added that he would meet her and her companion 
at Bankipore, where their long railway journey would 
end. Miss Davidson did not understand much about 
the absorbing crisis of indigo production, and she 
had a spice of romance in her composition ; so that 
poor Martell did not rise in her estimation by his 
default at Bombay. When the ladies reached Banki- 
pore there was still no Martell, but only a chuprassee 
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with a note to say that the juice was still running, 
and he could not leave the factory, but would be 
waiting for them at Segowlie. At this even Mrs. 
Freeze almost lost her temper. 

They have a *' State Railway " now in Tirhoot, but 
at the time I am writing of there was only on^ pukha 
road in all the district. The ladies travelled in palan- 
quins, or palkis, as they are more familiarly called. 
It is a long journey from Bankipore to Segowlie, and 
three nights were spent in travelling. Bluff old 
Minden Wilson stood on the bank above the gh&t to 
welcome Mrs. Freeze across the Ganges. One day 
was spent at young Spudd*s factory, the second at 
the residence of a genial planter rejoicing in the 
quaint name of Hong Kong Scribbens ; on the third 
morning they reached Segowlie. But still no Martell ; 
only a chit to say that that plaguy juice was still 
running, but he hoped to be able to drive over to 
dinner. Miss Davidson went to bed in a huff; and 
Major Freeze was temporarily inclined to think that 
her home-trip had impaired his good lady's amiability 
of character. 

Martell did turn up at dinner-time. But he was 
hardly a man at any time to create much of an im- 
pression, and on this occasion he appeared to excep- 
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tional disadvantage. He was stutteringly nervous ; and 
there were some evidences that he had been ineffec- 
tually striving to mitigate his nervousness by the 
consumption of his namesake. He had on a new 
dress-coat, which had not the remotest pretensions to 
fit him, and the bear's-grease which he had freely 
used gave unpleasant token of rancidity. The dinner 
was an unsatisfactory performance. Miss Davidson 
was extremely distraite, and Martell became more 
and more nervous as the meal progressed, and was 
manifestly relieved when the ladies retired. Soon 
after they had done so, the Major was sent for from 
the drawing-room. He found Miss Davidson sobbing 
on his wife's bosom. He asked what was the matter. 
The girl, with many sobbing interruptions, gasped 
out : 

" He's the wrong man ! O Heavens, I never saw 
him before ! The man I remember who gave me 
sweets when I was a child had black hair; he has 
red ! O, what shall I do } O, please send that man 
away, and let me go home ! " 

And then Miss Davidson went off into hysterics. 

Here was a pretty state of matters ! The Major 
and his wife could not see their way clear at all. 
Consultation followed consultation, with visits on the 
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Major's part to poor Martell in the dining-room 
(irregularly interspersed). It was almost morning 
before affairs arranged themselves after a fashion. 
The new basis agreed upon was that the previously- 
existing arrangement should be regarded as dead, 
and that a courtship between Martell and Miss 
Davidson should be commenced de novo — he to do 
his best to recommend himself to the lady's affec- 
tions, she to learn to love him if she could, red hair and 
all. And so George went home, and the Segowlie 
household went to bed. 

Poor George at the best had a very poor idea of 
courting acceptably; and surely no man was more 
heavily handicapped in the enterprise prescribed him. 
He had to court to order, and to combat, besides, 
both the bad impression made at starting and the 
misfortune of his red hair. The poor fellow did his 
best. He used to come and sit in Mrs. Freezers 
drawing-room hours on end, glowering at Miss 
Davidson in a silence broken by spasmodic efforts at 
forced talk. He brought the girl presents, gave her 
a horse, and begged of her to ride with him. But 
the great stupid fellow had not thought of a habit, 
and the girl felt a delicacy in telling him that she 
had not one. So the horse ate his head off in idle- 
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ness, and George's heart went further and further 
down in the direction of. his boots. He had so 
bothered Mrs. Freeze that she had washed her hands 
of him, and had bidden him worry it out on his 
own line. 

In less than a month the crisis came. Miss David- 
son could not bring herself to think of poor George as 
affording the makings of a husband. She told Mrs. 
Freeze so, and begged, for kindness' sake, that the 
Major would break this her determination to Mr. 
Martell, and desire him to give the thing up as hope- 
less. The Major thought the best course to pursue 
was to write to George to this effect. Next morning, 
in the small hours, the poor fellow turned up in the 
Segowlie verandah in a terribly bad way. He would 
not accept his fate at secondhand in this fashion ; he 
must see Miss Davidson, and try to move her to be 
kind to him. In the end there was an interview 
between them, from which George emerged quiet, 
but very pale. His notable matrimonial bundobust 
had proved the deadest of failures ; and the poor 
fellow's lip trembled as he thought of Mactavish's 
happy home and his own forlorn bungalow. 

But although he had red hair, and did not know 
in the least what to do with his feet, George Martell 
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was a gentleman. The lady continuing anxious to go 
home, he insisted on his right to pay her return 
passage as he had done her passage outward, urging 
rather ruefully that, he having taken a shot at happi- 
ness, and having missed fire, he must be the sole 
sufferer. It is a little surprising that this uncouth 
chivalry did not melt the lady ; but she was obdu- 
rate ; although she let him have his way about the 
passage money. So in the company of an officer's 
wife going home, Miss Davidson quitted Segowlie 
and journeyed to Bombay. Poor old George, with a 
very sore heart, was bent on seeing the last of her 
before settling down again to the old dull bachelor 
life. He dodged down to Bombay in the same train, 
travelling second class that he might not annoy the 
girl by a chance meeting ; and stood with a sad face 
leaning on the rail of the Apollo Bunder, as he 
watched the ship containing his miscarried venture 
steam out of Bombay harbour on its voyage to 
England. 

The same night he set out on his return to his 
plantation. At near midnight the mail-train from 
Bombay reaches Eginpoora, at the head of the famous 
Bhore gh4t. Some refreshment Is ordinarily pro- 
curable there, but it is not much of a place. George 
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Martell had had a drink, and was sauntering moodily 
up and down the platform, waiting for the bell to 
ring. As he passed the second-class compartment 
reserved for ladies, he heard a low tremulous voice 
exclaim, " O, if I could only make them understand 
that rd give the world for a cup of tea ! " George, if 
uncouth, was a practical man. His prompt voice 
rang out, " Qin hye, ek pyala chah lao I Promptly 
came the refreshment-room khitmutghar, hurrying 
with the tea ; and George, taking off his hat, begged 
to know whether he could be of any further service. 

It was a very pleasant face that looked out on him 
in the moonlight, and there was more than mere con- 
ventionality in the accents in which the pleasant voice 
acknowledged his opportune courtesy. Insensibly 
George and the lady drifted into conversation. She 
was very lonely, poor thing ; a friendless girl coming 
out to be governess in the family of a burra Sahib at 
Chupra. Now Chupra is oply across the Gunduck 
from Tirhoot, so George told his new acquaintance 
they were both going to nearly the same place, and 
professed his cordial willingness to assist her on the 
journey. He did so, escorting her right into Chupra 
before he set his face homeward ; and he thenceforth 
got into a habit of visiting Chupra very frequently. 
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Need I prolong the story? I happened to be in 
Bankipore when the Prince of Wales visited that focus 
of famine-wallahs. It fell to my pleasant lot to take 
Mrs. Martell in to dinner at the Commissioner's hos- 
pitable table. Mrs. Mactavish was sitting opposite ; 
and I went back to my bedroom-tent in the com- 
pound without having made up my mind whether she 
or Mrs. Martell was the prettier and the nicer. So 
you see George Martell did not make quite so bad a 
bundobiist after all. 



REVERENCING THE GOLDEN 

FEET. 



;o^ 



By Christmas, 1878, the winter had brought to a 
temporary standstill the operations of the British 
troops engaged in the first Afghan campaign, and I 
took the opportunity of this inaction to make a 
journey into Native Burmah, whose condition seemed 
thus early to portend the interest which almost im- 
mediately after converged upon it, because of King 
Thebau's wholesale slaughter of his relatives. Reach- 
ing Mandalay, the capital of Native Burmah, in the 
beginning of February, 1879, I immediately set about 
compassing an interview with the young king. Both 
Mr. Shaw, who was our resident at Mandalay at the 
time of my visit, and Dr. Clement Williams, whose 
kindly services I found so useful, are now dead ; and 
many changes have occurred since the episode de- 
scribed below ; but no description, so far as I am 
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aware, has appeared of any visit to the Court of King 
Thebau of a later date than that made by myself 
some eighteen months ago. 

One of my principal objects in visiting Mandalay, 
or, in Burmese phrase, of "coming to the Golden 
Feet," was to see the King of Burmah in his royal 
state, in the Presence Chamber of the Palace, Certain 
difficulties stood in the way of the accomplishment of 
this object. I had but a few days to spend in Man- 
dalay. With the approval of Mr. Shaw, the British 
Resident, I determined to essay an informal course of 
action, and with this intent I enlisted the good offices 
of an English gentleman resident in Mandalay who has 
intimate relations with the Ministers and the Court. 

This gentleman. Dr. Williams, was good enough to 
help me with zeal and address. The line of strategy 
to adopt was to interest in my cause one of the prin- 
cipal Ministers. Of these there are four, who consti- 
tute the Hlwot-dau, or High Court and Council of 
the Monarchy. These " Woonghys " or " Menghyis," 
as they are more commonly called — "Menghyi," 
meaning " Great Prince," — are of equal rank ; but 
the senior Minister, the Yenangyoung Menghyi, who 
has precedence, was then in confinement, and, in- 
deed, a decree of degradation had gone forth against 
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him. Obviously he was of no use ; but a more in- 
fluential man than he ever was, and having the addi- 
tional advantages of being at liberty, in power, and 
in favour, is the "Kingwoon Menghyi.*' He is in 
effect the Minister of the King of Burmah. His 
position is roughly equivalent to that of Bismarck in 
Germany, or of Gortschakoff in Russia, since in addi- 
tion to his internal influence he has the chief direction 
of foreign affairs. Now this " Kingwoon Menghyi " 
had for a day or two been relaxing from the cares of 
State. Partly for his own pleasure, partly by way 01 
example he had laid out a beautiful garden on the 
low ground near the river. Within this garden he 
has the intention to build himself a suburban resi- 
dence, which meanwhile is represented by a summer 
pavilion of teak and bamboo. He means that to the 
shady walks and pleasant rose groves of this garden 
the people of Mandalay shall have free access. He 
is a reformer, this " Kingwoon Menghyi," and believes 
in the humanising effect of free access to the charms 
of nature. His garden laid out, and his pavilion 
finished, he was celebrating the event by a series of 
f^tes. He was " at home " in his pavilion to every- 
body,; bands of music played all day long, and day 
after day in the kiosks among the young palm-trees 
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and the rose bushes, Mandalay, high and low, made 
holiday in the mazy walks of his garden, and in an 
improvised theatre in a corner of it an interminable 
"pooey," or Burmese drama, was being enacted 
before ever varying and constantly appreciative 
audiences. Dr. Williams opined that it would con- 
duce to the success of my object that we should call 
upon the Minister at his garden house and request 
him to use his good offices in my behalf. 

It was near noon when we reached the entrance to 
the garden. Merry but orderly sightseers thronged 
its alleys, and stared with wondering admiration at a 
rather attenuated jet of water which rose into the clear 
air some thirty feet above a rockwork fountain in the 
centre. Dignitaries strolled about under the stemless 
umbrellas, like huge shields, with which assiduous at- 
tendants protected them from the sun, and followed 
by a posse of retainers who prostrated themselves 
whenever their masters halted or looked round. 
Ladies in white jackets and trailing silk skirts of 
vivid hue, were taking a leisurely airing, each with 
her demure maid behind her,' carrj'ing the lacquer- 
ware box of betel nut. As often as not the fair ones 
were blowing copious clouds from huge reed-like 

cheroots. Sounds of shrill music were heard in the 

o 
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distance. Walking up the central alley between the 
rows of palms and the hedges of roses, we found in 
the verandah a mixed crowd of laymen and priests, 
the latter distinguishable by their shaved heads and 
yellow robes. The Minister was just finishing his 
morning's work of distributing offerings to the latter, 
in commemoration of the opening of his gardens. 
In response to a message, he at once sent to desire 
that we should come to him. The great " shoe ques- 
tion," the qucestio vexata between British officialism and 
Burman officialism, did not trouble me. I had no 
official position ; I wanted to gain an object I have 
a respect for the honour of my country, but I cannot 
bring myself to realise that the national honour cen- 
tres in my highlows. So I parted with them at the 
top of the steps leading up into the Minister's pavilion, 
and walking on what is known as my " stocking feet," 
and feeling rather shuffling and shabby accordingly, 
was ushered through a throng of prostrate dependants 
into the presence of the Menghyi. He came forward, 
frankly and cordially, shook hands with a hearty 
smile with myself and Dr. Wilh'ams, and beckoned 
us into an inner alcove, carpeted with rich rugs and 
panelled with mirrors. Placing himself in a half- 
sitting, half-kneeling attitude, which did not expose 
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his feet, he beckoned to us to get down also. I own 
to extreme difficulty in keeping my feet out of sight, 
which is a point de rigtleur ; but his Excellency was 
not censorious. There was with him a secretary, who 
had resided several years in Europe, and who spoke 
fluently English, French, and Italian. This gentle- 
man knew London thoroughly, and was perfectly 
familiar both with the name of the Daily News and 
of myself. He introduced me formally to his Excel- 
lency, who, I ought to have mentioned, was the head 
of the Burmese Embassy which visited Europe a few 
years ago. That his Excellency had some sort of 
knowledge of the Daily News was obvious from the 
circumstance that when its name was mentioned he 
nodded and exclaimed, "Ah! Ah! Gladstone, Bright!** 
in tones of manifest approval, which may be ac- 
counted for by the fact that he himself is a pro- 
nounced Liberal. I explained that I had come to 
Mandalay to learn as much about Burmese manners, 
customs, and institutions as was possible in four days, 
with intent to embody my impressions in letters to 
England, and that as the king was the chief institu- 
tion of the country, I had a keen anxiety to see him, 
and begged of his Excellency to- lend me his aid 

toward doing sOi He ga.ve no ditect reply, but cer- 

o 2 
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tainly did not frown on the request. We were served 
with tea (without cream or sugar) in pretty china cups, 
and then the Menghyi, observing that we were looking 
at some quaint-shaped musical instruments at the foot 
of the dais, explained that they belonged to a band 
of rural performers from the Pegu district, and pro- 
posed that we should first hear them play, and after- 
wards visit the theatre and witness the " pooey." We 
assenting, he led the way from his pavilion through 
the garden to a pretty kiosk, half embosomed in 
foliage, and chairs having been brought the party sat 
down. We had put on our shoes as we quitted the 
dais. The Menghyi explained that it was pleasanter 
for him, as it must be for us, that he should change 
the manner of our reception from the Burmese to the 
European custom ; and we were quite free to confess 
that we would sooner sit in chairs than squat on the 
floor. More tea was brought, and a plateful of 
cheroots. After we had sat a little while in the 
kiosk, we were joined by the chief Under Secretary 
for Foreign Affairs, the Baron de Giers of Burmah, a 
jovial, corpulent elderly gentleman, who had the most 
wonderful likeness to the late Pio Nono, and who 
clasped his brown hands over his fat paunch, and 
kicked about his plump, bare brown feet in high en- 
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joyment when anything that struck him as humorous 
was uttered. He differed in appearance toto ccelo 
from his superior, who was a lean-faced and lean- 
figured man, grave and indeed somewhat sad both of 
eye and of visage when his face was in repose. As 
we talked, our conversation being through the inter- 
preting secretary, there came to the curtained entrance 
to the kiosk a very dainty little lady. I had noticed 
her previously sauntering around the garden under 
one of the great shield-like shades, with a following 
of serving men and serving women behind her. She 
greeted the Menghyi very prettily, with the most per- 
fect composure, although strangers were present. She 
was clearly a great pet with him : he took her on his 
knee and played with her long black hair, as he told 
her about the visitors. The little miss was in her 
twelfth year, and was the daughter of a colleague 
and a relative of the Menghyi. She had an olive 
oval face, with lovely dark eyes, like the eyes of a 
deer. She wore a tiara of feathery white blossoms. 
In her ears were rosettes of chased red gold. Round 
her throat was a necklace of a double row of large 
pearls. Her fingers — I regret to say they were not 
very clean — were loaded with rings set with great 
diamonds of exceptional sparkle and water ; one 
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stone in particular must have been worth many thou- 
sands of pounds. She wore a jacket of white silk, and 
round her loins was girt a gay silken robe that trailed 
about her bare feet as she walked. She shook hands 
with us with a pretty shyness, and immediately helped 
herself to a cheroot, affably accepting a light from 
mine. The Menghyi told us she was a great scholar 
— could read and write with facility, and had ac- 
complishments to boot. 

By this time the provincial band had taken its place 
under one of the windows of the kiosk, and it pre- 
sently struck up. Its music was not pretty. There 
were in the strange weird strain suggestions of gongs, 
bagpipes, penny whistles, and the humble tom-tom of 
Bengal. The gentleman who performed on an instru- 
ment that seemed a hybrid between a flute and a 
French horn occasionally arrested his instrumental to 
favour us with vocal strains, but he failed to compete 
successfully with the cymbals. I do not think the 
Menghyi was enraptured by the music of the strollers 
from Pegu, for he presently asked us whether we were 
ready to go to the " pooey." He again led the way 
through the garden, passing in one corner of it a 
temporary house, of which a company of Burmese 
nuns, short-haired, pallid faced, unhappy-looking 
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women, were in possession, and passing through a 
gate in the wicker-work fence ushered us into the 
^^ state box " of the improvised theatre. There is very 
little labour required to construct a theatre in Burmah. 
Over a framework of bamboo poles stretch a number 
of squares of matting as a protection from the sun. 
Lay some more down in the centre as a flooring for 
the performers. . Tie a few branches round the central 
bamboo to represent a forest, the perpetual set-scene 
lof a Burmese drama, and the house is ready. The 
performers act and dance in the central square laid 
with matting. A little space on one side is reserved 
as a dressing and green-room for the actresses; a 
similar space on the .other side serves the turn of the 
actors ; and then come the spectators crowding in on 
all four sides of the square. It is an orderly and 
easily-managed audience ; it may be added an easily- 
amused audience. The youngsters are put — or put 
themselves — ^in the front, and squat down ; the grown 
people kneel or stand behind. Our " state-box " was 
merely a raised platform laid with carpets and 
cushions, from which as we sat we looked over the 
heads of the throng squatting under and in front of 
MS, Of the drama I cannot say that I carried away 
with me particularly clear impressions. True, I only 
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saw a part of it — it was to last till the following 
morning ; but long before I left the plot to me had 
become bewilderingly involved. The opening was a 
ballet ; of that at least I am certain. There were six 
lady dancers, and six gentlemen ditto. The ladies 
were arrayed in splendour, with tinsel tiaras, neck- 
aces, and bracelets, gauzy jackets, and waving scarves; 
and long, light, clinging silken robes, of which there 
was at least a foot on the " boards " about their feet. 
They were old, they were ugly, they leered fiendishly ; 
their faces were plastered with powder in a ghastly 
fashion, and their coquetry behind their fans was the 
acme of caricature. But my pen halts when I would 
describe the gentlemen dancers. I believe that in 
reality they were not meant to represent fallen 
humanity at all; but were intended to personify 
" nats," the spirits or princes of the air of Burmese 
mythology. They carried on their heads pagodas of 
tinsel and coloured glass that towered imposingly 
aloft. They were arrayed in tight-bodiced coats with 
aprons before and behind of fantastic outline, re- 
sembling the wings of dragons and griffins, and these 
coats were an encrusted mass of spangles and pieces 
of coloured glass. Underneath a skirt of tartan silk 
was fitfully visible. Their brown legs and feet were 
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bare. The expression of their faces was solemn, not 
to say lugubrious — one performer had- a most whim- 
sical resemblance to Mr. Toole when he is sunk in an 
abyss of dramatic woe. They realised the responsibi- 
lities of their position, and there were moments when 
these seemed too many for them. The orchestra, 
taken as a whole, was rather noisy ; but it comprised 
one instrument, the " bamboo-harmonicon," which 
deserves to be known out of Burmah because of its 
sweetness and range of tone. There were lots of 
**go*' in the music, and every now and then one 
detected a kind of echo of a tune not unfamiliar in 
other climes. One s ear seemed to assure one that 
Madame Angot had been laid under contribution to 
tickle the ears of a Mandalay audience, yet how could 
this be } The explanation was that the instrumen- 
talists, occasionally visiting Thayet-myo, or Rangoon, 
listen there to the strains of our military bands, and 
adapt these to the Burmese orchestra in some deft, 
inscrutable manner, written music being unknown in 
the musical world of Burmah. 

Next day the Kingwoon Menghyi took the wholly 
unprecedented step of inviting to dinner the British 
Resident, his suite, and his visitor — myself. Mr. Shaw 
accepted the invitation, and I considered myself 
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specially fortunate in being a participator in a species 
of intercourse at once so novel, and, to all seeming, so 
auspicious. 

About sundown the Residency party, joined en 
route by JDr. Williams, rode down to the entrance to 
the gardens. Here we were warmly received by the 
English-speaking Secretary, and by the jovial bow- 
windowed Minister who so much resembles the late 
Pio Nono. We were escorted to the verandah of the 
pavilion, where the Menghyi himself stood waiting to 
greet us, and were ushered up to the broad, raised, 
carpeted platform, which may be styled the drawing- 
room. Here was a semi-circle of chairs. On our 
way to these, a long row of squatting Burmans was 
passed. As the Resident approached, the Menghyi 
gave the word, and these stood erect in a line. He 
explained that they were the superior officers of the 
army quartered in the capital — generals, he called 
them — whom he had asked to meet us. Of these 
officers one commanded the eastern guard of the 
Palace, the other the western ; two others were aides- 
de-camp after a fashion. Just as the Menghyi and 
his subordinate colleagues represented the Ministry, 
so these military people represented the Court. The 
former was the moderate constitutional element of 
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the gathering; the latter the "jingo" or personal 
government element, for the Burmese Court is reac- 
tionary, and these military sprigs are of the personal 
suite of the King, and are understood to abet him in 
his falling away from the constitutional promise with 
which his reign began. Their presence rendered the 
occasion all the more significant. That they were 
deputed from the palace to attend and watch events 
was pretty certain, and indeed the two aides went 
away immediately after dinner, their excuse being 
that his Majesty was expecting their personal attend- 
ance. After a little while of waiting, the mauvais 
quart dhetire having the edge of its awkwardness 
taken off by a series of introductions, dinner was 
announced, and the Menghyi, followed by the Resi- 
dent, led the way into the adjoining salle d manger. 
Good old Pio Nono, who, I ought to have said, had 
been with the Menghyi, a member of the Burmese 
embassy to Europe, jauntily offered me his arm, and 
gave me to understand that he did so in compliance 
with English fashion. The Resident sat on the right 
of the Menghyi, I was on his left; the rest of the 
party, to the number of about fifteen, took their places 
indiscriminately. Mr. Andrino, an Italian in Burmese 
employ, being at the head of the table. Dr. Williams 
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at the foot. Our meal was a perfectly English dinner, 
served and eaten in the English fashion. The Bur- 
mans had taken lessons in the nice conduct of a knife 
and fork, and fed themselves in the most irreproach- 
ably conventional manner, carefully avoiding the use of 
a knife with their fish. Pio Nono, who sat opposite the 
Menghyi, tucked his napkin over his ample paunch 
and went in with a will. He was in a most hilarious 
mood, and taxed his memory for reminiscences of his 
visit to England. These were not expressed with 
useless expenditure of verbiage, nor did they flow in 
unbroken sequence. It was as if he dug in his 
memory with a spade, and found every now and then 
a nugget in the shape of a name, which he brandished 
aloft in triumph. He kept up an intermittent and 
disconnected fire all through the dinner, with an in- 
terval between each discharge. "White-bait! " " Lord 
Mayor!" "Fishmongers!" ''Cremorne!" "Crystal 
Palace ! " " Edinburgh ! " " Dunrobin ! " " Newcastle!" 
" Windsor ! " each name followed by a chuckle and a 
succession of nods. The Menghyi divided his talk 
between the Resident and myself. He told me that 
of all the men he had met in England his favourite 
was the Duke of Sutherland ; adding that the duke 
was a nobleman of great and striking eloquence, a 
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trait which I had not been in the habit of regarding 
as markedly characteristic of his grace. He spoke 
with much warmth of a pleasant visit he had paid to 
Dunrobin, and said he should be heartily glad if the 
duke would come to Burmah, and give him an oppor- 
tunity of returning the hospitality. Here Pio Nono 
broke in with one of his periodical exclamations. 
This time it was " Lady Dudley." Of her and of her 
husband the Menghyi then recalled his recollections, 
and if more courtly tributes have been paid to her 
ladyship's charms and grace, I question if any have 
been heartier and more enthusiastic than the appre- 
ciation of this Burmese dignitary. The soldiers were 
somewhat stiff, but as the dinner proceeded the gene- 
rals warmed in conversation with the Resident. But 
the aides were obstinately supercilious, and only par- 
tially thawed in acknowledgment of compliments on 
the splendour of their jewellery. Functionaries at- 
tached to the personal suite of his Majesty wear huge 
ear-gems as a distinguishing mark. The aides had these 
in blazing diamonds, and were good enough to take out 
the ornaments and hand them round. The civil minis- 
ters wore no ornaments, and their dress was studiously 
plain. We were during dinner entertained by music, 
instrumental and vocal, sedulously modulated to pre- 
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vent conversation from being drowned. The meal 
lasted quite two hours, and when it was finished the 
Menghyi led the way to coffee in one of the kiosks of 
the garden. I should have said that no wine was on 
the table at dinner. The Burmans by religion are 
total abstainers, and their guests were willing to follow 
their example for the time and to fall in with their 
prejudices. 

After coffee we returned to the drawing-room, and 
listened to a concert. The only solo-vocalist was the 
prima donna par excellence, Mdlle. Yeendun Mal6. 
The burden of her songs was love, but I could not 
succeed in having the specific terms translated. Then 
she sang an ode in praise of the Resident, and grace- 
fully accepted his pecuniary appreciation of her per- 
formance. Pio Nono then beckoned to her to flatter 
me at close quarters, but, mistaking the index, she 
addressed herself to the Residency chaplain, in strains 
of hyperbolical encomium. The mistake having been 
set right, much to the reverend gentleman's relief, the 
songstress overpowered my sensitive modesty by im-* 
passioned requests in verse that I should delay my 
departure ; that, if I could not do that, I would take, 
her away with me ; and that, if this were beyond my 
power, I should at least remember her when I was. 
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far away. The which was an allegory, and cost me 
twenty rupees. 

When the good-nights were being said, the 
Menghyi gratified me by the information that the 
King had given his consent to my presentation, and 
that I was to have the opportunity, next morning, of 
" reverencing the Golden Feet." 

The Royal Palace occupies the central space of the 
city of Mandalay. It is almost entirely of woodwork, 
and is not only the counterpart of the palace which 
Major Phayre saw at Amarapoora, but the identical 
palace itself, conveyed piecemeal from its previous 
site, and re-erected here. . Its outermost enclosure 
consists of a massive teak palisading, beyond which 
all round is a wide clear space laid out as an espla- 
nade, the further margin of which is edged by the 
houses of ministers and court officials. The Palace 
enclosure is a perfect square, each face about three 
hundred and seventy yards. The main entrance, the 
only one in general use, is in the centre of the 
Eastern face, almost opposite to which, across, the 
esplanade, is the Yoom-dau, or High Court, This 
gate is called the " Yive-dau-yoo-Taga," or. the 
** Royal Gate of the Chosen," because the charge of 
it is entrusted to. chosen troops,.; A$. I passqd 
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through it on my way to be presented to his 
Majesty, the aspect of the " chosen " troops was not 
imposing. They wore no uniform, and difTered m no 
perceptible item from the common coolies of the 
outside streets. They were lying about on charpoys 
and on the ground, chewing betel or smoking 
cheroots, and there was not even the pretence of 
sentries under arms. Some rows of old flint-lock 
guns stood in racks in the gate-way, rusty, dusty, and 
untended ; they might have been untouched since 
the last insurrection. Crossing an intermediate space 
overgrown with shrubbery, we passed through a high 
gateway cut in the inner brick wall of the enclosure ; 
and there confronted us the great Myenan of Man- 
dalay — the Palace of the " Sun-descended Monarch." 
The first impression was disappointing, for the whole 
front was covered with gold leaf and tawdry tinsel- 
work, which had become weather-worn and dingy. 
But there was no time now to halt, inspect details, 
and rectify perchance first impressions. A message 
came that the Kingwoon Menghyi, my host of the 
previous evening — substantially the Prime Minister 
of Burmah— desired that we, that is Dr. Williams, 
my guide, philosopher, and friend, and myself, should 
wait upon him in the Hlwot-dau, or Hall of the 
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Supreme Council, before entering the Palace itself. 
The Hlwot-dau is a detached structure on the right 
front of the Palace as one enters by the Eastern gate. 
It is the Downing Street of Mandalay. Its sides are 
quite open, and its fantastic roof of grotesquely- 
carved teak, plastered with gilding, painting, and 
tinsel, is supported on massive teak pillars, painted a 
deep red. Taking off our shoes, we ascended to the 
platform of the Hlwot-dau, where we found the 
Menghyi surrounded by a crowd of minor officials 
and suitors, squatting on their stomachs and elbows, 
with their legs under them and their hands clasped 
in front of their bent heads. The Menghyi came 
forward several paces to meet us, conducted us to his 
mat, and sitting down himself, and bidding us do the 
same, explained that, as it was with him a busy day, 
he would not be able personally to present me to the 
King, as he had hoped to have done, but that he had 
made all the arrangements, and had delegated the 
charge of us to our old friend whom I have ventured 
to call " Pio Nono." That corpulent and jovial 
worthy made his appearance at this moment, along 
with his English-speaking subordinate, and with 
cordial acknowledgments and farewells to the 
Menghyi we left the Hlwot-daii under their guidance. 
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They led us along the front of the Palace, passing 
the huge gilded cannon that flanked either side the 
central steps leading up into the throne room, and 
turning round the northern angle of the Palace front, 
conducted us to the Hall of the Bya-dyt, or House- 
hold Council. We had to leave our shoes at the foot 
of the steps leading up to it. The Bya-dyt is a mere 
open shed, its lofty roof borne up by massive teak 
timber. What splendour has been its, in the matter 
of gilding and tinsel, has greatly faded. The gold 
leaf has been worn off the pillars by constant friction, 
and the place appears to be used as a lumber-room, 
as well as a council chamber. On the front of one of 
a pile of empty cases was visible, in big black letters, 
the legend " Peek, Frean, and Co., London." State 
documents reposed in the receptacle once occupied 
by biscuits. Clerks lay all around on the rough 
dusty boards, writing with agate styles on tablets of 
black papier- mach6 ; and there was a constant flux 
and reflux of people of all sorts, who appeared to 
have nothing to do, and who were doing it with a 
sedulously lounging deliberation that seemed to 
imply a gratifying absence of arrears of official work. 
We sat down here for a while along with Pio Nono 
and his assistant^ who busied himself in dictating to 
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a secretary a description of myself and a catalogue 
of my presents to be read by the herald to his 
Majesty when I should be presented. Then Pio 
Nono went away and presently came back saying 
that it was intended to bestow upon me some sou- 
venirs of Mandalay, and to admit of the preparation 
of these the audience would not take place for an 
hour or so. He invited us in the meantime to in- 
spect the public apartments of the Palace itself and 
the objects of interest within the Palace enclosure. 
So we got up, and still without our shoes, walked 
through the suite leading to the principal throne- 
room or great hall of audience. 

These are simply a series of minor throne rooms. 
The first one in order from the private apartments is 
close to the Bya-dyt. Pray bear in mind that the 
whole suite, including the gfreat audience hall, are not 
rooms at all in our sense of the word. They are 
simply open-roofed spaces, the roofs gabled, spiked, 
and carved into fantastic shapes, laden with dingy 
gold leaf, garishly picked out with glaring colours, 
and studded with bits of stained glass, the roofs, or 
rather, I should say, the one continuous roof, sup- 
ported on massive deep red pillars of teak wood. The 

whole palace is raised from the ground on a brick 
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platform, some ten feet high. The partitions between 
the several halls are simply skirtings of planking 
covered with gold leaf. The whole Palace seems an 
armoury. Some ten or twelve thousand stand of 
obsolete muskets are ranged along these partitions 
and crammed into the ante-room of the throne-room 
proper. The whole suite is dingy, dirty, and uncared 
for ; but on a great day, with the gilding renewed, 
carpets spread on the rugged boards, banners wav- 
ing, and the courtiers in full dress, no doubt the effect 
is materially improved. The vista from the throne of 
the great hall of audience looks right through the 
columned arcade to the " Gate of the Chosen," and 
that we might imagine the scene more vividly we 
considered ourselves as on our way to Court on one 
of the great days, and going to the gate again began 
anew. The pillared front of the Palace stretched 
before us, raised on the terrace, its total length 260 
feet Looking between the two gilded cannon we 
saw at the foot of the central steps a low gate of 
carved and gilded wood. That gate is never opened 
except to the King — none save he may use these 
central steps. Raising our eyes we look right up the 
vista of the hall to the lofty throne raised against the 
gilded partition that closes at once the vista and the 



Reverencing the Golden Feet. 213 

hall. We have been looking down the great central 
nave, as it were, toward the west gate, in the place of 
which is the throne. But along the eastern front of 
the terrace runs a long colonnade, whose wings form 
transepts at right angles to the nave. The throne- 
room is shaped like the letter T, the throne being at 
the base of the letter, and the cross-bar representing 
the colonnade. Entering at the extremity of one of 
these, we traverse it to the centre, and then face the 
nave. The throne is exactly before us, at the end of 
the pillared vista. Five steps ascend to its dais. Its 
form is peculiar, contracting by a gradation of steps 
from the base upwards to mid-height, and again ex- 
panding to the top, which is a cushioned ledge such 
as is seen in the box of a theatre. On the platform, 
which now is bare planks, the King and Queen, on a 
great reception day, sit on gorgeous carpets. The 
entrance is through gilded doors from a staircase in 
the ante-room beyond. There is a rack of muskets 
round the foot of the throne, and just outside the 
rails a half-naked soldier lay snoring. Our Burman 
companion assured us that, seeing it now in its 
condition of dismantled tawdriness, I could form no 
idea of the fine effect when King and Court in all 
their splendour were gathered in it on a ceremonial 
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day. I tried to accept his assurances, but it was not 
easy to imagine such forlorn dinginess changed into 
dazzling splendour. Just over the throne, and in the 
centre of the palace and of the city, rises in gracefully 
diminishing stages of fantastic wood-carving, a taper-^ 
ing phya-sath or spire, similar to those surmounting 
sacred buildings, and crowned with the gilded HteCy 
an honour which royalty alone shares with ecclesi- 
astical sanctity. The spire, like everything else, has 
been gilt, but it is sadly tarnished and has lost much 
of its brilliancy of effect. 

. Having looked at the Hall of Audience, we 
strolled through the Palace esplanade. A wall parts 
off this from the private apartments and the pleasure- 
grounds, occupying the western section of the Palace 
enclosure. A series of carved and gilded gables, 
roofed with glittering zinc plates, is visible over the 
wall. The grounds are said to be well planted with 
flowering shrubs and fruit trees, and contain lakelets 
and rockeries. Built against the outer wall, and 
facing the enclosed space, are barracks for soldiers, 
and gun sheds. The accommodation is as primitive 
as are the weapons, and that is saying a good deal. 
Pio Nono led us across to a big wooden house, scarcely 
at all ornamented, which is the every day abode 



Reverencing the Golden Feet. 215 



of the " Lord White Elephant" His " Palace " or 
State apartment was not pointed out to us. Hi's 
lordship, in so far as his literal claim to be styled a 
white elephant, is an impostor of the deepest dye, 
and a very grim and ugly impostor to boot. He iS 
a great, lean, brown, flat-sided brute, his ears, fore- 
head, and trunk mottled with a dingy cream colour. 
But he belongs, all the same, to the lordly race. 
"White elephants " are a science, which has a litera- 
ture of its own. According to this science, it is not 
the whiteness that is the criterion of a white elephant. 
So much, indeed, the reverse, that a "white elephant," 
according to the science, may be a brown elephant in 
actual colour. The points are the mottling of the 
face, the shape and colour of the eyes, the position of 
the eyes, and the length of the tail. It is certain 
that the " lord white elephant " has, to the most 
cursory observation, a peculiar and abnormal eye. 
The iris is yellow, with a reddish outer annulus, 
and a small, clear, black pupil. It is essentially a 
shifty, treacherous eye, and I noticed that everybody 
took particularly good care to keep out of range of 
his lordship's trunk and tusks. The latter are 
superb, long, massive, and smooth, their tips quite 
meeting far in front of his trunk. His tail is much 
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longer than in the Indian elephants, and is tipped 
with a bunch of long, straight, black hair. Alto- 
gether he is an unwholesome, disagreeable-looking 
brute, who munches his grass morosely, and has no 
elephantine geniality. He is a youngster — the great, 
old, really white elephant which Yule describes died 
some time ago, after an incumbency dating from 
1806. The "White Elephant " is never ridden now, 

but the last King but one used frequently to ride his 
predecessor, acting as his own mahout. We did not 
see his trappings, as our visit was paid unawares, 
when he was quite in undress ; but Yule says that 
when arrayed in all his splendour his headstall is of 
fine red cloth, studded with great rubies, interspersed 
with valuable diamonds. When caparisoned he wears 
on his forehead, like other Burmese dignitaries, in- 
cluding the King himself, a golden plate inscribed 
with his titles, and a gold crescent set with circles of 
large gems between the eyes. Large silver tassels 
hang in front of his ears, and he is harnessed with 
bands of gold and crimson and gold, set with large 
bosses of pure gold. He is a regular " estate of the 
realm," having a woon or minister of his own, four 
gold umbrellas, the white umbrellas which are pecu- 
liar to royalty, with a large suite of attendants, and 
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an appanage to furnish him with maintenance 
wherewithal. When in state his attendants leave 
their shoes behind them when they enter the palace. 
In a shed adjacent to that occupied by the " Lord 
White Elephant" stands his lady wife, a browner, 
plumper, and generally more amiable-looking animal. 
Contrary to universal experience elsewhere, elephants 
in Burmah breed in captivity, but this union is unfer- 
tile, and the race of " Lord White Elephants " must 
be maintained ab extra. The so-called white elephants 
are sports of nature, and of no special breed. They 
are called Albinoes, and are more plentiful in the 
Siam region than in Burmah. 

By this time the hour was approaching that had 
been fixed for the presentation, and we returned to 
the Bya-dyt. The summons came almost imme- 
diately. Ushered by Pio Nono, and accompanied by 
several courtiers, we traversed some open passages, 
and finally reached a kind of pagoda or kiosk within 
the private gardens of the palace. The King was not 
to appear in state, and this place had been selected 
by reason of its absolute informality. There was no 
ornament anywhere. Not so much as a speck of 
gilding or an atom of tinsel. We reached and 
squatted down on a low platform covered with grass 
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matting, through which pierced the teak columns 
supporting the lofty roof. A space had been reserved 
for us in the centre, on either side of which, their 
front describing a semi-circle, a number of courtiers 
lay crouching on their stomachs, but placidly puffing 
cheroots. On our left were two or three superior mill* 
tary officers of the Palace Guard, distinguishable only 
by their diamond ear-jewels. My presents — they were 
trivial : an opera-glass, a few boxes of chocolate, and 
a work-box — ^were placed before me as I sat down. 
There were other offerings to right and to left of them 
— a huge bunch of cabbages, a basket of Kohl rabi, 
and three baskets of orchids. In the clear space in front 
I observed also a satin robe lined with fur, a couple 
of silver boxes, and a ruby ring. These, I imagined, 
were also for presentation^ but it presently appeared 
they were his Majesty's return gifts for myself. Be- 
fore us, at a higher elevation, there was a plain wooden 
railing with a gap in the centre, and the railing en- 
closed a sort of recess that looked like a garden- 
house. Over a ledge where the gap was, had been 
thrown a rich crimson and gold trapping, that hung 
low in front, and on the ledge were a crimson cushion^ 
a betel box, and a tall oval spittoon in gold set with 
pearls. A few minutes passed, beguiled by conversa- 
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tion in a low tone, when six guards, armed with 
double-barrelled firearms of very diverse patterns, 
mounted the platform from the leftside, and took their 
places on either side, squatting down. The guards "wore 
black isilk jackets lined with fur, and scarlet kerchiefs 
bound round their heads. Then a door opened in 
the left side of the garden-house, and there entered 
first an old gaunt beardless man — the chief eunuch — 
closely followed by the king, otherwise unattended. 
He came on with a quick step, and sat down, resting 
his right arm on the crimson cushion on the ledge in 
the centre of the railing. He wore a white silk 
jacket, and loanghiy or petticoat robe, of rich yellow 
and green silk. His only ornaments were his diamond 
ear jewels. As he entered all bent low, and when he 
had seated himself, a herald lying on his stomach 
read aloud my credentials. The literal translation is as 
follows : " So-and-so, a great newspaper teacher of the 
Daily News of London, tenders to his Most Glorious 
Excellent Majesty, Lord of the Ishaddan, King of 
Elephants, master of many white elephants, lord of 
the mines of gold, silver, rubies, amber, and the noble 
serpentine, Sovereign of the Empires of Thuna- 
paranta and Tampadipa, and other great empires and 
countries, and of all the umbrella-wearing chiefs, the 
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supporter of religion, the Sun-descended Monarch, 
arbiter of life, and great, righteous King, King of 
Kings, and possessor of boundless dominions and 
supreme wisdom, the following presents." The read- 
ing was intoned in a comical high recitative, strongly 
resembling that used when our Church service is ia- 
toned ; and the long-drawn " Phya-a-a-a-a " (my lord) 
which concluded it, added to the resemblance, as it 
came in exactly like the " Amen " of the Liturgy. 

The reading over, the return presents were picked 
up by an official, and bundled over to me without any 
ceremony, the king meanwhile looking on in silence, 
chewing betel and smoking a cheroot. Several of 
the courtiers were following his example in the latter 
respect Presently the king spoke in a distinct deli- 
berate voice. 

'* Who is he } " 

Dr. Williams, acting as my introducer, replied in 
Burmese, — 

"A writer of the Daily News of London, your 
Majesty." 

" Why does he come } " 

" To see your Majesty's country, and in the hope 
of being permitted to reverence the Golden Feet" 

" Whence does he come ? " 



Reverencing the Golden Feet. 221 

" From the British army in Afghanistan, engaged 
in war against the Prince of Cabul." 

"And does the war prosper for my friends the 
English ? " 

"He reports that it has done so greatly, and that 
the Prince of Cabul is a fugitive." 

"Where does Cabul lie in relation to Kashmir?" 

"Between Kashmir and Persia, in a very moun- 
tainous and cold region." 

There had been pauses more or less long between 
each of these questions ; the king obviously reflecting 
what he should ask next, then there was a longer, 
and, indeed, a wearisome pause. Then the king spoke 
again. 

" Where is the Kingwoon Menghyi ? " 

" In Court, your Majesty," replied Pio Nono. "It 
is a Court day." 

** It is well. I wish the Ministers to make every 
day a Court day, and to labour hard to give prompt 
justice to suitors, so that there be no complaint of 
arrears." 

With this laudable injunction, his majesty rose and 
walked away, and the audience was over. 

The King of Burmah, when I saw him, was little 
over twenty, and he had been barely four months on 
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the throne. He was a tall, well-built, personable 
young man, very fair in complexion, with a good 
forehead, clear, steady eyes, and a firm but pleasant 
mouth. His chin was full, and somewhat sensual- 
looking, but withal he was a manly, frank-faced young 
fellow, and was said to have gained self-possession, 
and lost the early nervous awkwardness of his new 
position with great rapidity. Circumstances had 
even then occurred to prove that he was very far 
from destitute of a will of his own, and that he had 
no fondness for any diminution of the Royal Preroga- 
tive. As we passed out of the palace after the inter- 
view, a house in the palace grounds was pointed out 
to me within which had been imprisoned in squalid 
misery, ever since the mortal illness of the late king, 
a number of the members of the Burmese blood- 
royal. 

P.S. — ^A few days after my visit, all these were 
massacred with fiendish refinements of cruelty. 



CHRISTMAS DAY ON A 
" GROWLER." 



It was not quite an easy thing to carry into effect 
the idea which occurred to me, that it would be a 
novel and perhaps interesting experience to spend 
Christmas Day in the capacity of the driver of a four- 
wheel cab. " Cauliflower Bill " was as hard to be 
persuaded as any stiff-necked Israelite of old. " Cauli- 
flower Bill '* — so nicknamed, as I learned, from the 
marked prominence and number of grog blossoms on 
his nose, which he found it necessary to powder pro- 
fusely to mitigate the danger of erysipelas or some 
such disorder — " Cauliflower Bill " was the owner of a 
single cab and of a pair of horses, and I had made 
overtures to him, having been acquainted with him for 
some time, under the belief that he would be a likely 
man to serve my turn, as he would not run so much 
risk in lending me his badge for the day as would a 
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man who drove for a master. Bill was willing to dis- 
cuss the matter ad infinitumy so long as the palaver 
was moistened by hot rum and water ; but his con- 
sent was hard indeed to obtain. " I'm liable to a 
penalty o' five quid " was for a long time his ultima- 
tum, — " and the forfeit o' the licence besides, and you 
knows wot that spells, Guvnor ! " But I got him 
round at last through a judicious appeal to the 
missus, whom Bill, like a good husband obeyed in all 
things. The missus thought the risk was nothing to 
speak about for the one day, " if so be that the genie- 
man knows 'ow to drive.'* My capabilities in that 
regard the missus critically inspected from her open 
window, as I tooled the growler up and down the 
mews, and she was good enough to pronounce that I 'd 
" do." So it was arranged that for a consideration I 
was to be virtually " Cauliflower Bill " for Christmas 
Day, being entitled to the use of his cab-horse, whip, 
cape, rugs, and badge, with the stipulation that I was 
on no account to approach the rank which Bill himself 
was in the habit of using, and where, therefore, there 
was a likelihood of the spurious Bill being detected. 

At nine o'clock punctually I was in Bill's matri- 
monial bower, where I found the missus engaged in 
making a Christmas pudding, and Bill divided be- 
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tween nervousness as to our arrangement and a pint 
of dognose. My insertion into the caped cloak was 
the first consideration, for I happened to be a few 
sizes larger than Bill. But it turned out to be a 
garment which in effect fitted everybody, since it had 
no particular fit about it whatever, and I speedily 
found myself inside it. I cannot say that it admitted 
of much freedom of action in the vicinity of the 
biceps muscle, and it had a peculiar predilection 
for entangling itself in one's legs, while it was not 
to be disguised that it had an ancient and fish-like 
smell, as if it had been slept in by a horse in a state 
of stale perspiration. The edifice was crowned by 
" Cauliflower Bill's " hat, a structure of many wrinkles 
and much rustiness, which at once imparted to me 
the aspect of a ratcatcher under a cloud. Bill 
wrapped around my throat his voluminous comforter, 
in which, as it seemed, was vested the valuable pro- 
perty of conferring on the wearer the husky hoarseness 
of voice which is so characteristic of the cabman 
species. My legs were greaved in a pair of leathern 
gaiters of my own, and when I was finally made up, 
with whip in hand and badge on breast, the missus 
was pleased to say that she " wouldn't ha' knowed me 
from Bill hisself "— a compliment which, from such a 

Q 
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source, was inexpressibly gratif3ang. I was informed 
by Bill that, as it was Christmas Day, he expected me 
to bring him home twelve shillings at the very least, 
and that four o'clock was the hour at which I should 
come back to change horses, when, said the missus, 
" you're 'eartily welcome to a bit o' dinner wi* me an' 
BilL" These preliminaries settled, I said good morn- 
ing to the missus, and Bill and I turned down, and 
« put to." 

Bill's first horse I found an uncomplaining and con- 
scientious, but decidedly eccentric quadruped. He 
took a great deal of flogging, owing to the peculiarity 
that when you hit him only once or twice, he persisted 
in regarding this as a signal to fall into a walk, and 
had to be argued out of the error by continued appli- 
cations of the short and rather inefficient whip with 
which Bill had provided me. Further, he never was 
quite happy unless when he was behind some vehicle 
which was proceeding at the rate of about two miles 
an hour, and evidently took it much to heart when 
compelled to pass the same. He had an unpleasant 
habit of lapsing into slumber whenever allowed to 
stand still, and in this somnolent condition would ever 
and anon all but tumble down, saving himself only 
by a scramble which was calculated to impart a 
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nervous dread to any one interested in his welfare. 
Further, he had no mouth to speak of, limped all 
round, and had the most aggravatingly assertive 
stump of a tail of any horse I ever knew. But he 
had his virtues. He never tried to run away, and to 
shy on any provocation was clearly not in his nature. 
It was in the Camden Road where I was hailed for 
my first fare by a nice-looking maid-servant, who got 
inside and proudly rode to the house where I was 
to take up. My fare consisted of a young lady — a 
governess, probably, two chubby little girls, and a bag 
which obviously contained mince-pies and oranges. I 
was to set down at King's Cross, and I gathered from 
the gush of talk which preceded the final adieu that 
the ultimate destination of the little party was a cer- 
tain aunt's house at Whetstone Park. As I drove to 
the station the eldest of the little maids, a bright- 
faced little thing, with a cataract of fair hair hanging 
down her back, stood up on the seat and entered into 
the most amusingly condescending conversation with 
** Mr. Cabman." She was seven last month, and her 
papa had given her a be-a-utiful doll that morning, 
and she had six Christmas cards — and please, had I 
got any Christmas cards } Was I to have any pud- 
ding for dinner.^ — she was — and had I any little 
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girls, and did they like dolls ? When I set down at 
the station, little Flaxenhair would have it that " Mr. 
Cabman " should be complimented with a mince-pie 
and an orange out of the paper bag. In the largeness 
of her heart the little one urged vigorously that to the 
horse also should be administered an orange, and 
exhibited great wonderment that the respectable 
quadruped — which had incontinently lapsed into 
slumber — was not fond of the fruit. " Not fond of 
oranges ! " quoth little Flaxenhair, with her hands in 
the air, as, with a pretty nod to " Mr. Cabman," she 
tripped into the station. 

My next fare proved the fact — if it had required 
proof— that all the world, even at Christmas time, 
does not consist of Flaxenhairs. At the foot of the 
Caledonian Road I was chartered by four young men, 
who stipulated with me that for the sum of eighteen- 
pence and a drink I should drive them to the Manor 
House Tavern, Finsbury Park. They were pimply 
and unwholesome-looking youths, with gaudy neck- 
ties, short meerschaum pipes, and big Albert chains 
of a ponderosity that interfered with one's belief in 
their goodness. There were two "Arrys" in the 
quartette, and the other two went by slang nick- 
names. It is hardly worth while to describe them 
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more minutely, since any one who wishes to study the 
genus in its most offensive development needs only 
to visit the " saloon " of one of the more slangy music- 
halls. These interesting young gentlemen smoked 
bad tobacco, and swore with vigour and volubility all 
the way to Finsbury. One of them tried as he leant 
out of the cab window to chaff a girl who was ob- 
viously on her way to church ; but by the merest 
accident in the world, the thong of Bill's whip hap- 
pened to drop rather sharply across his pimply face, 
which he thereupon drew in with some precipitation. 
I was surprised at the number of pedestrians who 
were tramping outward bound along the Seven 
Sisters' Road. In my simplicity I ascribed the con- 
course to the rural charms of Finsbury Park, which I 
remembered in the days of the great Cox to have 
heard conventionally spoken and written of as " one 
of the lungs of London." This appellation may be 
strictly correct, in which case I have only to remark 
that London has a lung which is eminently ugly, 
cheerless, forlorn, and generally unpleasant. There is 
little enough in Finsbury Park to entice a visit from 
any pedestrians ; but it was abundantly clear that the 
pedestrians of the Seven Sisters' Road did not care a 
cent about the amenities, but had a fixed goal of 
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soipa sort before tkeir eyes, as they strode past the 
park-gates^ and keeping to the road held cm toward 
the Green Lanes. • ^ Beyond the tramway .terminus 
they increased in number, «o that the pavement was 
in a manner thronged. The outward-bound current^ 
pushing 09 briskly, indeed '^pmetimes fiercely, 4Ziet the 
inwafd-bound current dawdling along qiore leisurely^ 
but the- people comprising the latter always gave 
ground deferentially to those of the former, ^as if recog- 
nising their greater urgency* Th^ wqre notjfar the 
most part, wholesome-looking or creditable wj^farers 
whp this Christmas fprenoon jostled the churchgoer^ 
pff the pavement of the Seven Sisters* Road. Hulk- 
' ing louts in moleskin ^nd ankle-rjacks, with; dingy 
^hirts open ^t the throat,, drover young ncien in a 
quasi-.Sunday attire, elegant extract? from the crowd 
thd,t • gathers about the r head of Whitefriars Street 
when the display of a telegraphed bulletin of an im-r 
portanf race is imminent- over the way ;. numerous 
first cousins of the young gentlemen who constituted 
my Care — 9ijch a^d ^ch like were the pedestrians we 
passed or met. And whither were . they going or 
whence were they returning? To. one and all there 
was, or had been, a common goal — the Manor House 
Tavern. . For the thirsty soul^ in London there was 



Christmas Day on a ^^ GrowlerJ^ 231 

no tap ready to flow with strong drink for the man 
with money in his pocket, since Christmas-day is as 
the Sunday to the public-houses. But a walk to the 
Green Lanes is held to impart the character of a bond 
fide traveller, that generally undefined and extremely 
vague character; and the competitive eximiniktiott 
for admission to the alcoholic privileges of the Manor 
House Tavern is a very " little go " indeed. A police- 
man stood. at the crossing over the way^ no doubt 
charged with the duty of seeing that no actual or 
professing bond fide traveller was kept out of his 
beery birthright Outside were drawn up some half- 
dozen chaises and cabs, whose inmates presumably, 
in the course of journeys involving issues of life atid 
death, had succumbed to stem necessity, aitd had 
found themselves wholly unable to proceed without 
refreshments. The " 'Arrys " and their- mates alighted, 
and having paid me my eighteenpence, expressed 
their readiness to fulfil their bargain to " stand a wet*" 
To get in was the easiest thing in the world. The 
outer door was wide open, and on *the door mat out- 
side the unbolted inner door stood a mild and grin- 
ning janitor. He did not waste words by asking the 
applicants for admission whether they were *travellers>; 
that went without saying. " Where from ? " was his 
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simple and laconic routine-formula. "Jericho," was 
the response of one of the " 'Arrys," with a horse- 
laugh, and straightway the gate of this elysium was 
opened unto us. The spacious bar was so crowded 
that it was difficult to get served, and the landlord 
must find much cause for self-congratulation that the 
spirit of exploratory enterprise is so highly developed 
among the inhabitants of London, more especially at 
hours when its guerdon is strong drink. As my fares 
had got into a snug comer, and appeared bent on 
making a forenoon of it, I started back to town 
empty, jogging slowly towards the Angel at Isling- 
ton. As one o'clock struck, the air became full of 
the fragrance of baked meats. Men and children 
were to be seen, towels and tickets in hand, diving 
into the purlieus of the bake-houses, and re-emerging 
with baking dishes and tins, the contents of which 
sent forth the most appetising odours. I had break- 
fasted early, and the scent kindled my hunger, so 
I drew on to the stand, and telling the policeman 
there, according to Bill's instructions, that I was going 
to have some refreshment, I sought the " watering- 
house," and found many of my brothers of the whip 
engaged in huge platefuls of roast pork and cabbage. 
Having lunched a little less unctuously, I again 
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mounted the box, which by this time I found be- 
coming very hard and cramped, and jogged on towards 
Pentonville Hill. At the end of a street leading into 
the Barnsbury Road, I was hailed by a gentleman 
who was strictly entitled to the appellation of the 
head of a family. He had the family with him, as 
well as that fruitful vine his wife, a purposeful-looking 
middle-aged woman, who looked as if an odd child 
more or less was a trifle of which she took no account. 
As for the children, I absolutely decline to commit 
myself to statistics as to their number. They posi- 
tively swarmed on and around the parent stems, so 
that there was no possibility of getting or keeping 
count of them. " Can you take the lot on us. Cabbie ? " 
was the cheery question of the happy father of this 
brood. A cab has its limits of available space, and I 
felt scarcely justified in suggesting that the children 
should be packed in layers. But I left the problem 
to settle itself, and they all got in somehow, except 
the father, who rode on the box beside me, with a 
child in his arms that had been overlooked in the pack- 
ing. Our destination was a street off the Blue Anchor 
Road, Bermondsey, and my box companion, who was 
one of the chirpiestand most laughter-lovingof mortals, 
imparted to me the information that he and his were 
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on their way to eat their Christinas dinner and spend 
the Christmas afternoon with his good lady's parents^ 
who, it appeared, were in the tanning interest. We 
got so friendly that he insisted on stopping in Tooley 
Street and standing a quartern of gin in three " outs/' 

• 

one of the said ''outs" being administered to the 
fruitful vine inside the cab. I had to push Bill's horse 
along the Grange Road, for my friend nourished the 
design of surreptitiously providing the dinner beer, 
and he was in dread lest the public-house should have 
closed before our arrival. But we were in good time. 
At tlie sound of the approaching wheels, an elderly 
lady, wondrous comely spite of the atmosphere scented 
with odours of bone-boiling and tan-yards in which 
she lived, ran out, extricated a child from the cab- 
window before I could pull up, and was kissing it, 
when the living avalanche fell upon "grannie" as 
the cab-door was opened. My box companion had 
secured my co-operation in his little plot, and I crossed 
the street for half a gallon of "old. and mild" while 
the family was surging i« through the narrow door- 
way. When I returned with the drink, at the sight of 
which the grandparents simulated much displeased 
surprise, <no denial was to be taken to the peremptory 
order that " Cabbie " was to come in and have a glass. 
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Already the children had pervaded the house and the 
backyard, which latter appeared to produce a plenti- 
ful crop of icockleshells. Grandfather was at the sink 
in his shirt sleeves, pouring off the water from the 
greens, while grandmother alternately basted a joint 
that hung by a worsted string before the fire and 
kissed her youngest grand-infant, which she held in 
her lap, and whose bare bald head was so near the fire 
that it seemed to me that basting would have been a 
wise precaution with regard to it also. You should 
have seen the lavish way in which the dresser was 
decorated with evergreens, and you should have 
sniffed the fragrant scent which came wafted from 
the copper in the back kitchen, in which the pudding,, 
securely tied in a towel, was boiling till the very 
moment arrived at which it should be served! It 
was a very humble minage^ but never was there better 
testimony to the truth of the wise man's words — 
" Better is a dinner of herbs where love is, than a 
stalled ox and hatred therewith/' Not that our 
friends were vegetarians — far from it ; and if the 
beef turned out tough, I can only say that it was 
a very perverse and malignant proceeding on its 
part, in the. face of the old lady's assiduity in bast- 
ing. But I am sure that the beef had a better sense 



236 Glimpses through the Cannon-sntoke. 



of the fitness of things than to do anything of the 
kind. 

A slow drive over the water from Bermondsey — 
Bill's horse appeared to go the slower the more he 
practised moving — brought me to the mews inhabited 
by " Cauliflower Bill " precisely at the hour which 
that worthy's good lady had stated to be their dinner 
time. Of the succulent fare which that estimable 
matron placed before her husband and myself, deign- 
ing also to partake of the same herself, I will not 
speak at length ; yet would I breathe the secret that 
the unsurpassable excellence of Mrs. Cauliflower Bill's 
plum pudding was imputed by herself to the circum- 
stance that among its ingredients were minced apples 
and grated carrots and potatoes. When we had dined 
I felt at once so tired and so comfortable that I deter- 
mined to forego further growler-driving, and instead 
accept " Cauliflower Bill" as my Gamaliel, and, sitting 
at his feet, listen to some of his experience in the pro- 
fession. '* Kebs," quoth Bill, as he drank his rum 
and water and whiffed at his churchwarden, " I orter 
know summat about kebs, I ought. I were found in 
the boot of .a Paddington stage, an' were a parcel-boy 
for years afore the busses were thought on. I've druv 
an ackney coach and keb these height-an'-thirty year. 
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and ain't done yet, am I, missus ? Some queer things 
I knows consarnin* kebs, that I do. Why, there's 
young Billy Spriggs is married to a gal as my hold 
mate Tommy Toolittle found in his four-wheeler a 
dissolute new-born babby. It's gospel truth I'm 
tellin' you. Tommy took up a lady and gen'leman — 
quite the real toff, you know, and no gammon — in 
Piccadilly, and he sets 'em down at Charing Cross, an' 
pulls on the rank in Trafalgar Square. He 'adn't 
been there ten minutes when he 'ears a squallin' 
inside his keb, and blessed if on the mat there warn't 
a layin' a babby wrapped up in a red woollen shawL 
In them days the shop for left property was Somerset 
'Ouse, an' Tommy was on his road there with the kid, 
when it appeared to him as 'ow he'd better let his 
missus see it fust. Tommy's missus, I must tell you, 
never had no young 'uns of her own, an' we used to 
chaff Tommy cos he warn't a father. Well, Tommy's 
missus stripped the kid. It was dressed uncommon 
fine, an' wot d'ye think .^ — inside its roller were a 
twenty-pun Bank o' Hengland note. So Tommy 
and his missus hadopted the kid an' brought it up, 
and the gal turned out a good darter to 'em as ever 
wos, and the hold lady — Tommy's been a croaker 
these six year — lives along o* her an' her husband. 
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Tommy told me as how he onst recognised the lady 
as left the kid in his keb, a drivin' in a swell kerridge 
with a coronite on the panels and a kipple o' flunkies 
a hangin' on behind. He was sure she was a countess, 
if not a duchess, an' *ad a mind for to follow 'er *ome, 
an' see wot she was made of. But he let it alone, for 
by this time him an* his missus got that fond o' the 
young 'un, that they'd have done anything sooner 
than part with it." This is a sample of "Cauliflower 
Bill's " gossip about his profession, which might be 
indefinitely prolonged, for Bill is a full reservoir of 
yarns, which stream out fluently the moment the 
sluice is raised. But there is a certain family re- 
semblance about most of his stories, and the reader 
may be better content to take them as told. 



THE LUCKNOW OF TO-DAY. 

In the winter of 1873-4 I had gone to the East 
with a mission in connection with the famine which 
threatened the Bengal provinces so ominously, and 
which was fought with and worsted so gallantly by 
Sir Richard Temple. When his victory was assured 
my work in India had ended, and it behoved me to 
get home again as quickly as I had gone out. 
But I could in no wise bring myself to quit India 
without first having made a pilgrimage to some of 
those scenes of the great Mutiny which are so many 
shrines for the perpetual commemoration of the 
heroism and constancy displayed by British men and 
women. For Delhi, the scene of the great siege, and 
the very focus of the Mutiny, it was impossible that I 
could spare time ; but at the cost of hard and long 
sustained travelling in the very hottest season of the 
year I was able to see Cawnpore — to stand there on 
the site of the memorable entrenchment, to read the 
inscription on the monument which covers in the 
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" Well " — and to go on to Lucknow, the defence of 
whose Residency was a deed which will be remem- 
bered so long as our nation endures. To the study 
of Lucknow — for a study is required to master the 
topography of a place where so much was done — I 
was able to devote three whole days ; and it is the 
results of that study which I now propose to tell. 

Wandering about Cawnpore, and shutting my eyes 
against the architectural ambition of the Memorial 
Church and the leafy trimness of the Memorial 
Gardens, I tried hard to banish the present, made up 
of pleasant mess dinners, the genial sociality about 
the band stand, and the grateful luxury of the club, 
and to recall the Cawnpore of Havelock's time. The 
in-marching of his little band, maddened to fury by a 
terrible knowledge, the straggling groups of cowering 
natives gazing in terror from their consciousness, too, 
of the awful tragedy, on the white sahibs as they 
tramped past, Neill's systematic enforcement of a 
ghastly retribution, the chivalry of the noble Outram 
— all these things I strove to conjure up before my 
mind's eye. How narrow is the boundary between 
tears and laughter, between the tragic and the comic X 
Here were men who had stood with wet eyes gazing 
down on an embodied tragedy, for the like of which 
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the annals of the world may be searched in vain. 
The tension of the fighting had loosened, the recoil 
had brought despondency, and despondency had 
brought the swift-slaying cholera. It behoved the 
leaders to reanimate their men by whatever device 
came the readiest, and the following is a copy of an 
order, illustrated pictorially by the hand of a brave 
man who was better at fighting than at sketching : — 

A Paper Hunt will lake place to-morrow at half-past S o'clock. The 
meet to be at Wheeler's entrenched camp. 
Sept. 9, 1857. 

The envelope containing the announcement of this 
remarkable sporting " fixture " was addressed thus : — 

Net en Her Majesty i Service. 
To Adjutants of Regiments. 




1ST M.F. SEEN. 
9/* Sept. 78TK SEEN AND APPRO\'E 

/■or Circulalion. VoLUNreER COMI'" do. 
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Take another scene. Havelpck, of the serene 
brow, the mild blu,e eye, and the indomitable heart,, 
is sitting before his tent in the short Indian twilight,, 
that period devoted in India to the cigar and the 
*' peg." Cigars and pegs are far from the thoughts 
of Havelock ; he is thinking of the plight of the be- 
leaguered ones in an exposed corner of the great city 
away across the Ganges in Oude, and the conversa- 
tion runs wholly on this topic in the little council,, 
whose members, besides the chief himself, are the 
gallant Fraser Tytler, the "boy Harry," and the 
devoted Harwood. Through the gloom there comes 
marching a file of Highlanders, escorting a tall, gaunt 
Oude man, on whose swarthy face the lamp-light 
falls as he salaams before the General Lord Sahibs 
He extracts from his ear a portion of quill sealed at 
both ends. Young Havelock opens the strange 
envelope, forwarded by a postal service so unique,, 
and unrolls a morsel of paper which appears to be 
covered with cabalistic signs. The missive has been 
sent out from the general commanding the beleaguered 
garrison of the Lucknow Residency, and its bearer is 
the staunch scout Ungud. As I write, the originals 
of this communication and of others which came in 
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the same way lie -before me ; and I give it in all its 
curious mixture of characters : — 

Lukhnow, Sept^ 16'.^ 
My dear General, (Rec^ 19th.) 

The last letter I recj from you was dated 24*J* ult^ since 
when I have rec^ vo ptws whatever from y!: • . • 'coa*"' or of y tiovtfitvrs 
but am now SaiXi; t^wticTivy to receive ii'T€Xi7€i'a'€ of yf aSuovo'e in this 
StptKTioy — Since the date of my last letter the enemy have continaedl 
to persevere unceasingly in their efforts against this position & the firing 
has never ceased day or night — they have about ffi^Trjv guns in position 
round us — many of them 18 p?,? — On 5^]* inst. they made a very 
determined attack after exploding 2 mines & avKGijI^t^ for a fiofiivr itt 
aXfioirr ytnvy into one of our fiartpi^s but were eventually repulsed on 
all sides with heavy loss. Since the above date they have kept up k 
cannonade & musketry fire, occasionally throwing in a shell or two — 
My a7iK\-n \o(res continue very ivri both in otpurtps & fitv. I shall be 
quite out of pvfA for the fx€v in eir Sozj, but we have been \ivivy on 
ptBvfftd pariovs & I hope to be ojSXe to yrr on as . • . rtX about <l>ip<rr 
irpo^. If you have not pcX«€u«8 us by . . . ri/te we shall have vo fitar 
Xt(f>T as I must icrpr . . . me few fiv\oKs to fMvt my ywishout the voffiriov^ 
As it ... I have had to Kt\ almost all the yvy fivKoKS for my men c* not 
TTfp^pfA the cipS uopie mBovr arjifioK tpooH. There i . . a report, tho* from 
a source on w^ I cannot implicitly rely that fxay ffivy has just apivcS n 
\vKPooo'hJi\^ \€<Pt irapT of is^optr^ omffi^c the ffinj. It is said that ^ is 
in ovp iPTcpeirrs & that ^ has rcucfv the ojSowe (Tr€(f> at the tv<myariov of 
fipiri(r/i avSopirri. But I cannot say <f>op aepratv whether avc/i firi Bri Katre 
or whether 17 is ptaXri in Xvkvou at all, as all I have to go upon is i^a(ap 
pvfAovp, I am tioar ay^iovs to iap from you of y' dHuavaf to (vafiKe /iri to 
pri-curvpt ovp varivf ffoXdiepsr, 

Yours, truly, 

J. Inglis, H.M. 32*"* Brigadier, 

To Brigf Havelock, Comm» Relieving Force. 
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The other missives seem to me worth printing 
exactly in the manner in which they were written : — 

August 1 6. 
My Dear General, (Rec^ 23rd Augt.) 

A note firom CoL Tytler to Mr. Gubbins reached last night, 
dated '' Mungalwar, 4th instant," the latter part of which is as fol- 
lows : — " You must 018 * us in cvcpif way even to cutting y^ way out i^ 
we JM^r ^ofNTc onp way in. We have orXif a 0yiaXX ^opat.*^ This has 
jcaMTfd/ii} much vyfouriyctf^as it is quite i/iivoo'i/SAc with my mcok & vAeer^p^ 
^opff€ that I can Xcavc my 9€^a'u. You must bear in mind how I am 
ikliw§pti, that I have upwards of opt ^Bpc9 & rtHtmii true and cNwrScS and 
at the least two MptS & rtotwni mnf€¥ & about two i^pcS & Bipwri 
cAi^dpty, & no Kopiayt of any ^taitpiimop, besides aoKptpiaipy tw^ptti 
Ofni KoKO' of Tp€€unfp€ & about 0ipn| yun of voprs. In consequence of 
the news reef I shall soon put the ^p<r% on oKip paeriors, unless I iap 
ayeuv ^pofi you. Ovp trpouunopo' will Aatrr us 0^t^ till afiour the Ttv6 
«mrofifi€p. If you ^c to crave Biff ^pat vo riiit fiuoT be A<Krr in 
pushing forward. We are SoiAi} being aroiccS by the cyc/ii} who are 
within a few yards of our Sc^vaccr. Their /mvcs have oXpcoSi} o^oicercS 
ovp iroar, & I have cvffn} ptatror to /ScXtcvf they are carrying on oB^ps 
Their €iiyhr*w irowZtps are within 150 3rards of cro^c 0^ ovp /Sorepccs, & 
^poii their xoirirtov & ovy» iKo^iAin; to ^op/i wopKoy irapTt€s, we kwot 
ptirAt to 0c/i, & .'. Brj Sa/ioyc 8ovc ovpAi} is veiy Tpcor. My irrp€trf$ now 
in cvpoircof't is 0pi7 6v8pc8 & ^up^Vf & about 0pi| ^^pcS yorivcs, & the 
men SpcoS^vAij apairafi, & owing to iropr of the pto'tSwani having been 
fipovyhr 9owp by fwvv8 aAor fuani are without aAtXr^p. Our yarive 
^p<rc hav? been atrvp^ on CoL Tjrtler's authority of y' r€ttp mrpoack 
o'ofne rw^vrri ^ivc Sait 070 ape yarvpaXri \ovivy icor^iScivc & 1^ they Acauc 
us I do not (Tj} 6w 0c 8c^cv<rcr are to be fiavy^. Did you p€ir€iv€ a Acrep 
& irAor ^po/i /ic ^po/i 0if fuw TJuji^ ? Kindly answer this question. 
Yours truly, J. Inglis. 

* The reader will observe that the words are English, though the 
characters are Greek. 
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1st September. 
My dear General, 

Y' letter of the 24th has duly reached me in reply to mine of 
1 6th ult. I fftyptT y' ufofiiXtni to oSvovo'cat present to ovp ptKit^, but 
in consequence of y' letter I have pcSvo'cS the panovs, & with this 
arrangement and our yptar Zifuwriov ty wfifitps ^>pofjL iceurt/oXrici I rpv^r 
to be afi\€ to dhU oy <f>pofi the r»%vriB to rta^vrq ^t4>9 ivsravr. Some 
ffrop^s we have been ovr o^ for the Xourr (pi^yniy 9ait, & ficani oBtpc will 
be c^vcvScS before the afiov€ dare. I must be ^powK & rcA you that my 
^opfft is SfluAij Ziiupurharf <ppofA the wtyiifs fivffKerpji ^ip€ & ovp itipwo'ts 
ypOM SoiAij wHuctp. Sh^ the tvturi fuuct a pcoAi; 9cTcpjtuycS c^pr to oropfA 
this irAao-c I shall ^iy9 it iupucvkr to pfuvA^-c 0c/a owing to my iravjirri 
ly yvfiff€ps & the wteuc & hpairtS trrart of the ipop(r€, Ovp Xotrts <nyo'€ 
the KOfityff§fA«yr of 6aTiAin}r jpc have been in tvpov^ays ovXri vx»ap9f of 
Opri MptZ, ^ We are continually apJurtZ ly Kovvrtpfuyiyy the cvt/Ai} who 
have o^vT roftyrri yws in TOfftrtoy, fuwri of Aof^yc Ka\tfipt. Any aSvayff€ 
of y^ ro«ap9s $a irAacrc will act jScvc^ialoAij in oup ^i/op & ^pcarAiy 
lyffwipir .the varivc iropr of my yapurov who l0cpTo have fithawS Aixc 
^ai0^i;A & 7008 <roA8icpf . If you can rrotrtfiXri ytv€ me an; lyrfXtytytrt 
of yr ii^cvScS aSuoycTff pray do so by Acrcp. Give the fitaptp the irao'O' 
wop8 *'ayira" & (utk Ifi to 71VC it to M)7 in person. Oblige me by for- 
warding a copy of this letter to the G. G. I have prohibited the civil 
authorities from corresponding with the camp. Y;;! truly, 

J. Inglis, Brig. 

General Havelock, Commanding Relief Force. 

Copy sent to the C. O. at Allahabad for information & guidance, 

with the further remark that juav 0*11^ who was promised sijaytp of two 

Aoucs KoyBirtoyaK oy his a^p9iyy yo cururTaya€ to the pr/3cAi is ptwopr^ to 

be oTiAA 6\Ztyy a\oo(p & it is . '. by no means tfiirpofiafiXt that if 

$aZ that Sir H. L.'s irpofutr* shall be Koy^tpfi€9 by 701/* he may be 

iyBva^S to eupopi us currtvc 4 Air. His ^Ko^tps opt orarcS to be tri^ 

BovffO)^ iv yvfi$§p^ 

Yours truly, 

2nd September. J. Inglis, Brigadier, 
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Cawnpore is an engrossing theme, and Bithoor 
alone would furnish material for an article; but my 
pneaent subject is Lucknow^ and I must get to it. 
There is a railway now to Lucknow from Cawnpore, 
but the railway bridge across the Ganges is ^>t yet 
finished, and passengers must cross by the bridge of 
boats to. the Oude side* Behind me, as the gharrie 
jingles over the wooden platform, is the fort which: 
Havelock began, which Neill completed, and in which 
Wyndfaam found the shelter which alone saved him 
from discreditable defeat. Before me is the low 
Qangetic shore, with the dumpy sandhills gradually 
rising from the water's edge. A few years ago there 
used to ride .at the head of that noble regiment, the 
78th Highlanders, a smooth-faced, gaunt, long-legged, 
stooping officer, on an old white horse. The colonel 
had a voice like a girl, and his men irreverently called 
him the "old squeaker;" but although you never 
heard him talk of his deeds, he had a habit of going 
quietly and steadily to the front, taking fighting and 
hardship philosophically as part of the day's work- 
These sandbanks were once the scene of some quiet 
unsensational heroism of his. He commanded the 
two companies of Highlanders whom Havelock threw 
on the unknown shore as the vanguard of his advance 
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into Oude. No prior reconnaissance was possible. 
-Oihfc'^ swarmed with an armed and hostile population. 
•The- ofaances were that an army was hovering but a 
little- Way inland, waiting to attack the head:. of the 
icdlumn- on landing. But it was necessary to risk all 
contingencies, and Mackenzie accepted the service as 
he' might an invitation to a glass of grog. In the 
■dead of night the boats stood across with the little 
forlorn hope with which Havelock essayed to grapple 
on to Oude. Landing in the rain and darkness, it 
was his work to grope for an enemy, if there should 
be one in his vicinity. There was not ; but for four- 
and-twenty hours his little band h«ng on to the Oude 
batik as it were by their eyelids, detached, unsup- 
ported, and wholly charged with the taking care of 
themselves until it was possible to send a reinforce- 
ment The charge of this vague, uncertain, tentative 
ientcrprise, fraught with risks so imminent and so 
vast; required a cool, steady-balanced courage of no 
common order. 

' "Onao!" shouts the conductor of the train at the 
4irst station from Cawnpore, and we look out on a 
few railway bungalows, and a large native village 
apparently in a ruinous state. All this journey is 
studded with battle-fields, and this is one of them. 
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If I had time I should like to make a pilgrimage to 
the street mouth into which dashed frantically Private 
Patrick Cavanagh of the 64th, stung to madness by 
the hesitation of his fellows, and was cut to pieces by 
the tulwars of the mutineers. We jog on very slowly : 

the Oude and Rohilcund Railway is to India in point 
of slowness what the Great Eastern is to us; but 
every yard of the ground is interesting. Along that 
chatissie passed in long, strangely diversified proces- 
sion the people whom Clyde brought away from 
Lucknow — the civilians, the women, and the children 
and the wounded of the immortal garrison. That 
swell beyond the mango trees, under which the nhil 
gau are feeding, is Mungalwar, Havelock's menacing 
position. No wonder though the outskirts of this 
town on the high road present a ruined appearance. 
It is Busseerutgunge, the scene of three of Havelock's 
battles and victories, fought and won in a single fort- 
night. We pass Bunnee, where Havelock and Outram, 
tramping on to the relief, fired a royal salute in the 
hope that the sound of it might reach to the Resi- 
dency and cheer the hearts of its garrison. And now 
we are on the platform of the Lucknow station, which 
has more of an English look about it than have most 
Indian stations. There is a bookstall, although it is 
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not one of Smith's ; and there are lots of English 
faces in the crowd waiting the arrival of the train. 
The natives, one sees at a glance, are of very different 
physique from the people of Bengal. The Oude man 
is tall, square-shouldered, and upright ; he has more 
hair on his face than has the Bengali, and his carriage 
is that of a free man. The railway station of Lucknow 
is flanked by two earthwork fortifications of consider- 
able pretensions. 

Lucknow is so full of interest, and the objects of 
interest are so widely spread, that one is in doubt 
where to begin the pilgrimage. But the Alumbagh 
is on the railway side of the canal, and therefore 
nearest ; and I drive directly to it before going into 
the town. From the station the road to the Alum- 
bagh turns sharp to the left, and the two miles' drive 
is through beautiful groves and gardens. Then the 
plain opens up, and there is the detached temple 
which so long was one of Outram's outlying piquets ; 
and to the left of it the square walled enclosure of 
the Alumbagh itself, with the four corners flanked by 
earthern bastions. The top of the wall is everywhere 
roughly crenellated for musketry fire, and on two of 
its faces there are countless tokens that it has been 
the target for round shot and bullets. The Alumbagh 
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in the pre-Mutiny period was a •pleasure>'garden of 

one of the Princes of Oude. The enclosed paric con-» 

tained a sunimer palace, and. all tfae^surrotindings 

luere pretty and tasteful. It wasfor the possession 

•of the.Alumb^gh that Havelock fought his last battle 

before the. relief; here it w^s where he left his bagr 

j^e when he went in ; here it was that- Clyde halted 

to .organise the turning movement which achieved 

the second relief. Hither were brought frsm the 

JOilkoosha the women and children of! the garnson, 

prior to starting on the march for Cawnpore ; here 

Dujkram lay threatening Lucknow from CLyde'si relief 

until his ultimate capture of the city. But these 

occurrences contribute but trivially* to the interest of 

the Alumbagh in.icomparison with the circumstance 

that) within its. enclosure is the grave of Havelock. 

We .ent«r it under the lofty. arch of the castellated 

gateway. From this a straight avenue, bordered by 

prbor vita trees, conducts to a square plot of ground, 

enclosed by low posts and chains. .> Inside this there 

is: a little garden, the plants of iwhich z> native gardener 

js watering a3 we. open the wicket. From. the centre of 

^e little garden 1 there rises: a shapely obelisk on a 

.$%uare pedestal* aiiid on one sideof the pedestal, is a 

Jong inscription. .." Here lie,?' it begins,: "the mortal 
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remains of Henry Havelock ; " and so, methinks, it 
might have- ended. There, is needed no prolix bio- 
graphical inscription to tell the reverent pilgrim of 
the deeds of the dead man by whose grave he stands 
— ^so long as history lives, so long does it suffice: to. 
know that "here lie the mortal remains of Henry 
Havelock " — and the text and verse of poetry gratei 
on one as redundancies. He sickened two days, 
before the evacuation of the Residency, and died on 
the morning of the 24th, in his dhooly, in a tent of 
the camp at the Dilkoosha. The life went out of 
him just as the march began, and his soldiers con- 
veyed with them, on the litter on which he had 
expired, the mortal remains of the noble chief who 
had so often led them on to victory. 

The same afternoon they buried him here under 
the tree which still spreads its branches over the little 
garden in which he lies. There stood around the 
grave mouth Campbell, and the chivalrous Outram 
and staunch old Walter Hamilton, and the ever- 
ready Fraser Tytler ; and the " boy Harry,^' to whom' 
the campaign had brought the gain of fame and the 
loss of a father; and the devoted Harwood, with 
** his heart in the coffin there with C<Esar ; " and the 
heroic William Peel ; . and that " colossal red Celt/' 
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the noble, ill-fated Adrian Hope, sacrificed afterwards 
to incompetent obstinacy. Behind stood in a wide 
circle the soldiers of the " Ross-shire Buffs," and the 
" Blue Caps," who had served him so staunchly, and 
had gathered here now, with many a memory of his 
ready praise of valour, and his indefatigable regard 
for the comfort of his men, stirring in their war-worn 
hearts : — 

Guarded to a soldier's grave 
By the bravest of the brave. 
He hath gamed a nobler tomb 
Than m old cathedral gloom. 
Nobler mourners paid the rite 
Than the crowd that craves a sight ; 
England's banners o'er him waved, 
Dead he keeps the name he saved. 

The place was being temporarily abandoned, and 
as the rebels desecrated all the graves they could 
discover, it was necessary to obliterate as much as 
possible the tokens of the interment. A big " H " 
was carved into the bark of the tree, and a small tin 
plate fastened to its trunk, to guide to the subsequent 
investigation of the spot. Dr. Russell tells us that 
when he visited the Alumbagh before his return 
home after the mutiny in Oude was stamped out, he 
found the hero's grave a muddy trench near the foot 
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of a tree which bore the mark of a round shot and 
had carved into its bark the letter " H." The tree is 
here still and the dent of the round shot, and faintly, 
too, is to be discerned the carved letter, but the bark 
around it seems to have been whittled away, perhaps 
by the sacrilegious knives of relic-seeking visitors. 
There is the grave of a young lieutenant in a corner 
of the little garden, and a few private soldiers He 
hard by. 

I turn my face now toward the Charbagh bridge 
following the route taken by Havelock's force on the 
memorable day of the relief. There is the field where, 
as at a table in the open air Havelock and Outram 
were studying a map, a round shot from the Sepoy 
battery by the Yellow House ricochetted over them. 
There is the spot where stood the Yellow House 
itself, whence after a desperate struggle Maud's artil- 
lerymen drove the garrison and the guns. And now 
with a sweep the road comes into a direct line with 
the Charbagh bridge over the canal. Now there is 
not a house in the vicinity ; the Charbagh garden has 
been thrown into the plain, and the steep banks of 
the canal are perfectly naked. But then the scene 
was very different. On the Lucknow side the native 
city came close up to the bridge and lined the canal. 
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The tall houses to right and left of the bridge on the 

Lucknow side were full of men with firearms. At that 

end of the bridge there was a regular overlapping 

breastwork, and behind it rose an earthwork battery 

solidly constructed and armed with six guns, one a 

42-pounder, all crammed to the muzzle with grape. 

Let us sit down on the parapet and try to realise the 

scene. Outram with the 78th has made a detour to 

the right through the Charbagh garden to clear it of 

the enemy, and, gaining the canal bank, to bring a 

flanking fire to bear on its defenders. There is only 

room for two of Maud's guns, and there they stand 

out in the open on the road trying to answer the fire 

of the rebel battery. Thrown forward along the 

bank to the left of the bridge is a company of the 

Madras Fusiliers under Arnold, lying down, and 

returning the musketry fire from the houses on the 

other side. Maud's guns are forward in the straight 

throat of the road where it leads on to the bridge 

close by, but round the bend under the cover of the 

wall the Madras Fusiliers are lying down. In a bay 

of the wall of the Charbagh enclosure General Neill 

IS standing, waiting for the effect of Outram's flank 

movement to develop, and young Havelock, mounted, 

i3 on the other side of the road somewhat forward. 
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Matters are at a dead lock. It seems as if Outram 
had lost his way. Maud's gunners are all down, he 
has repeatedly called for volunteers from the infantry 
behind, and now he and his subaltern, Maitland, are 
each doing bombardier's work. Maud calls to young 
Havelock that he shall be forced to retire his guns if 
nothing is done at once, and Havelock rides across 
through the fire, and in his capacity of assistant- 
adjutant-general urges on Neill the need for an 
immediate assault. Neill " is not in command ; he 
cannot take the responsibility ; and General Outram 
must turn up soon." Havelock turns and rides away 
down the road, towards the rear. As he passes he 
speaks encouragingly to the recumbent Fusiliers, who 
are getting fidgety at the long detention under fire. 
" Come out of that, sir," cries one soldier, " a chap's 
just had his head taken off there ! " It is a grim joke 
that reply which tickles the Fusiliers into laughter : 
" And what the devil are we here for but to get our 
heads taken off?" Young Havelock is bent on the 
perpetration of what under the circumstances may be 
called a pious fraud. His father, who commands the 
operations, is. behind with the reserve, and he dis- 
appears round the bend on the make-belief of getting 
instructions from the chief. The general is far in the 
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rear, but his son comes back at the gallop, rides up 
to Neill, and saluting with his sword, says, " You are 
to carry the bridge at once, sir." Neill, acquiescing 
in the superior order, replies, "Get the regiment 
together then, and see it formed up." At the word, 
and without waiting for the regiment to rise and 
form, the gallant and eager Arnold springs up from 
his advanced position and dashes on to the bridge, 
followed by about a dozen of his nearest skirmishers. 
Tytler and Havelock, as eager as Arnold, set spurs 
to their horses, and are by his side in a moment. 
Then the hurricane opens. The big gun, crammed 
to the muzzle with grape, sweeps its iron sleet across 
the bridge in the face of the gallant band, and the 
Sepoy sharpshooters converge their fire on it, Arnold 
drops shot through both thighs, Tytler and his horse 
go down with a crash, the bridge is swept clear save 
for Havelock, erect and unwounded, waving his sword 
and shouting for the Fusiliers to come on, and a 
Fusilier corporal, Jakes by name, who, as he rams a 
bullet home into his Enfield, says cheerily to Have- 
lock, " We'll soon have the out of that, sir ! " 

And Corporal Jakes is a true prophet. Before the 
big gun can be loaded again the Fusiliers are on the 
bridge in a rushing mass. They are across it, they 
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clear the barricade, they storm the battery, they are 
bayonetting the Sepoy gunners as they stand. The 
Charbagh bridge is won, but with severe loss, which 
continues more or less all the way to the Residency ; 
and when one comes to know the ground it becomes 
more and more obvious that the strategy of Havelock, 
overruled by Outram, was wise and prescient, when 
he counselled a wide turning movement by the Dil- 
koosha, over the Goomtee near the Martiniere, and 
so along its northern bank to the Badshah-bagh, 
almost opposite to the Residency and commanding 
the iron bridge. 

I recross the Charbagh bridge, and bend away to the 
left by the bye-road along the canal side which Have- 
lock followed. Several roads are open to me, but I 
follow that by which the 78th Highlanders penetrated 
to the front of the Kaiser-bagh. Most of the native 
houses are now destroyed, whence was poured so 
deadly a fire on the advancing Ross-shire men that 
three colour-bearers fell in succession, and the colour 
fell to the grasp of the gallant Valentine M'Master, 
the assistant-surgeon of the regiment. And now I 
stand in front of the main entrance to the Kaiser- 
bagh, hard by the spot where stood the Sepoy battery 
which the Highlanders so opportunely took in reverse. 

s 
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Before me on the maidan is the plain monument to 
Sir Mountstuart Jackson, Captain Orr, and a sergeant, 
who were murdered in the Kaiser-bagh when the 
success of Campbell's final operations became certain. 
I enter the great square enclosure of the Kaiser-bagh, 
and stand in the desolation of what was once a gay 
garden where the King 6f Oude and his women were 
wont to disport themselves. The place stands much 
as Campbell's men left it after looting its multifarious 
rich treasures. The dainty little pavilions are empty 
and dilapidated, the statues are broken and tottering. 
Quitting the Kaiser-bagh, I try to realise the scene 
of that informal council of war in one of the outlying 
court-yards of the numerous palaces. I want to fix 
the spot where, on his big waler sat Outram, a splash 
of blood across his face, and his arm in a sling ; where 
Havelock, dismounted, walked up and down by 
Outram's side with short nervous strides, halting now 
and then to give emphasis to the argument, while all 
around them were officers, soldiers, guns, natives, 
wounded men, bullocks, and a surging tide of dis- 
organisation momentarily pouring into the square. 
But the attempt is fruitless. The whole! area has 
been cleared of buildings right up to the gate of the 
Residency, only that hard by the Goomtee there still 
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stands the river wing of the Chutter Munzil Palace, 
with its fantastic architecture, and the Palace of the 
Kings of Oude is now the Station Library and 
Assembly Rooms. The Hureen Khana, the Lall- 
bagh, the courts of the Furrut Bux Palace, the Khas 
Bazaar, and the Clock Tower have alike been swept 
away; and in their place there opens up before the 
eye trim ornamental grounds, with neat plantations 
which extend up to the Bailey-guard gate itself. One 
archway alone stands — a gaunt commemorative skele- 
ton — a pedestal for the statue of a noble soldier. It 
was from a chamber above the crown of this arch 
that the sepoy shot Neill as he sat on his horse 
urging the confused press of guns and men through 
the archway. The spot is memorable for other causes. 
This archway led into that court which is world- 
famous under the name of Dhooly Square. Here it 
was where the bearers abandoned the wounded in 
the dhoolies which poor Bensley Thomhill was trying 
to guide into the Residency ; here it was where they 
were butchered and burned as they lay, and here it 
was where Dr. Home and a handful of men of the 
escort did what in them lay to cover the wounded, 
and defended themselves for a day and a night against 

continuous attacks of countless enemies. 

s 2 
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The via dolorosay the road of death up which 
Outram and Havelock fought their way with Brazier's 
Sikhs and the Ross-shire Buffs, is now a pleasant 
open drive amid clumps of trees, leading on to the 
Residency. A strange thrill runs through my frame 
as there opens up before me that reddish grey crum- 
bling archway spanning the road. Its face is dented 
and splintered with cannon shot, and pitted all over 
by musket bullets. This is none other than that 
historic Bailey-guard gate which burly Jock Aitken 
and his faithful Sepoys kept so staunchly. You may 
see the marks still of the earth banked up against it 
on the interior during the siege. To the right and 
left runs the low wall which was the curtain of the 
defence, now crumbled so as to be almost indistin- 
guishable. But there still stands, retired somewhat 
from the right of the archway, Aitken's post — the 
guard-house and treasury, its pillars and facade cut 
and dented all over with the marks of bullets fired by 
" Bob the Nailer " and his comrades from the Clock 
Tower which stood over against it. And in the cur- 
tain wall between the archway and the building, is 
still to be traced the faint outline of the embrasure 
through which Outram and Havelock entered on the 
memorable evening. The turmoil and din and con- 
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flicting emotions of that terrible, glorious day have 
merged into a strange serenity of quietude. The 
scene is solitary, save for a native woman who is 
playing with her baby on a spot where once dead 
bodies lay in heaps. But the other scene rises up 
vividly before the mind's eye out of the present calm, 
Havelock and Outram and the staff have passed 
through the embrasure here, and now there are rush- 
ing in the men of the ranks, powder-grimed, dusty, 
bloody ; but a minute before raging with the stern 
passion of the battle, now full of a womanlike tender- 
ness. And all around them, as they swarm in, there 
crowd a mass of folk eager to give welcome. There 
are officers and men of the garrison, civilians whom 
the siege has made into soldiers ; women, too, weep- 
ing tears of joy down on the faces of the children 
for whom they had not dared to hope for aught but 
death. There are gaunt men, pallid with loss of 
blood, whose great eyes shine weirdly amid the torch- 
light, and whose thin hands tremble with weakness 
as they grip the sinewy, grimy hands of the High- 
landers. These are the wounded of the long siege, 
who have crawled out from the hospital up yonder, 
as many of them as could compass the exertion, with 
a welcome to their deliverers. The hearts of the 
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impulsive Highlanders wax very warm. As they 
grasp the hands held out to them, they exclaim, 
" God bless you !" " Why, we expected to have found 
only your bones ! " " And the children are living 
too ! " and many other fervid and incoherent ejacula- 
tions. The ladies of the garrison come among the 
Highlanders, shaking them enthusiastically by the 
hand ; and the children clasp the shaggy men round 
the neck, and, to say truth, so do some of the mothers. 
But Jessie Dunbar and her " Dinna ye hear it ? " in 
reference to the bagpipe music, are in the category of 
melodramatic fictions. 

The position which bears and will bear to all time 
the title of the Residency of Lucknow is an elevated 
plateau of land, irregular in surface, of which the 
highest point was occupied by the Residency build- 
ing, while the area around was studded irregularly 
with buildings, chiefly the houses of the principal 
civilian officials of the station. When Campbell 
brought away the garrison in November, 1857, ^^ 
lapsed into the hands of the mutineers, who held it 
till his final occupation of the city and its surround- 
ings in March of the following year. They pulled 
down not a few of the already shattered buildings, 
and left their fell imprint on the spot in an atroci- 
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ously ghastly way by desecrating the graves in which 
brave hands had laid our dead countrypeople, and 
flinging the exhumed corpses into the Goomtee. 
When India once more became settled, the Resi* 
dency, its commemorative features uninterfered with> 
was laid out as a garden, and flowers and shrubs now 
grow on soil once wet with the blood of heroes. 
The debris has been removed or dispersed ; the shat- 
tered buildings are prevented from crumbling further; 
tablets bearing the names of the different positions 
and places of interest are let into the walls ; and it 
is possible, by exploring the place map in hand, to 
identify all the features of the defence. The avenue 
from the Bailey-guard gate rises with a steep slope to 
the Residency building. On either side of the ap-r 
proach, and hard by the gate, are the blistered and 
shattered remnants of two large houses ; that on the 
right is the banqueting house, which was used as 
the hospital during the siege ; that on the left was 
Dr. Fayrer s house. The banqueting house is a mere 
shell, riven everywhere with shot, and pitted over by 
musket bullets, as if it had suffered from small-pox. 
The ground floor has escaped with less damage, but 
the banqueting hall itself has been wholly wrecked 
by the persistent fire which the rebels showered 
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upon it, and to which, notwithstanding the mattresses 
and sandbags with which the windows were blocked, 
several poor fellows fell victims as they lay wounded 
on their cots. Dr. Fayrer's house is equally a bat- 
tered ruin. In its first floor, roofless and forlorn, its 
front torn open by shot, and the pillars of its window 
jagged into fantastic fragments, is the room in which 
Sir Henry Havelock died, exposed to fire to the very 
last. At the top of the slope of the avenue, and on the 
left front of the Residency building as we approach 
it — on what, indeed, was once the lawn — ^has been 
raised an artificial mound, its slopes covered with 
flowering shrubs, its summit bearing the monumental 
obelisk, on the pedestal of which is the terse, appro- 
priate inscription : — " In memory of Major-General 
Sir Henry Lawrence and the brave men who fell in 
defence of the Residency. Si monumentuniy quaeris^ 
Cirawispice r' Beyond this lies the scathed and 
blighted ruin of the Residency House, once a large 
and imposing structure, now so utterly wrecked and 
shivered, that one wonders how the crumbling reddish 
grey walls are kept erect. The verandah was battered 
down, and much of the front of the building lies 
bodily open, the structure being supported on the 
battered and distorted pillars, assisted by great baulks 
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of wood. Entering by the left wing, I pass down a 
winding stair into the bowels of the earth, till I reach 
the spacious and lofty vaults or tykfiana under the 
building. Here, the place affording comparative 
safety, lived immured the women of the garrison, the 
soldiers' wives, half-caste females, the wives of the 
meaner civilians, and their children. The poor crea- 
tures were seldom allowed to come up to the surface, 
lest they should come in the way of the shot which 
constantly lacerated the whole area, and few visitors 
were allowed access to them. Veritably they were in 
a dungeon. Provisions were lowered down to them 
from the window orifices near the roof of the vaulting, 
and there were days when the firing was so heavy 
that orders were given to them not even to rise from 
their beds on the floor. For shot occasionally found 
a way even into the tykfiana; you may see the holes 
it made in penetrating. The miserables were billeted 
off ten in a room, and there they lived, without 
sweepers, baths, dhobies, or any of the comforts which 
the climate makes necessities. Here in these dun- 
geons children were born, only for the most part to 
die. Ascending another staircase I pass through 
some rooms in which lived (and died) some of the 
ladies of the garrison, and passing from the left wing 
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by a shattered corridor, am able to look up into the 
room in which Sir Henry Lawrence received his 
death wound. Access to it is impossible by reason 
of the tottering condition of the structure ; and turn* 
ing away I clamber up the worn staircase in the shot- 
riven tower, on the summit of which still stands the 
flagstaff on which were hoisted the signals with which 
the garrison were wont to communicate with the 
Alumbagh. The walls of the staircase and the flat 
roof of the tower are scratched and written all over 
with the names of visitors ; many of the names are 
those of natives, but more are those of British soldiers, 
who have occasionally added a piece of their mind in 
characteristically strong language, 

I set out on a pilgrimage under the still easily 
traceable contour of the entrenchment. Passing 
"Sam Lawrence's Battery" above what was the 
water gate, I traverse the projecting tongue at the 
end of which stood the " Redan Battery," whose fire 
swept the river face up to the iron bridge. Return- 
ing, and passing the spot where " Evans's Battery " 
stood, I find myself in the churchyard, in a slight 
depression of the ground. Of the church, which was 
itself a defensive post, not one stone remains on 
another, and the mutineers hacked to pieces the 
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ground of the churchyard. The ground is now neatly 
enclosed and ornamentally planted, and is studded with 
many monuments, few of which speak the truth when 
they profess to cover the dust of those whom they 
commemorate. There are the regimental monuments 
of the Sth Madras Fusiliers, the 84th (360 men besides 
officers), the Royal Artillery, the 90th (a long list of 
officers and 271 men). The monument of the ist 
Madras Fusiliers bears the names of Neill, Stephen- 
son, Renard, and Arnold, and commemorates a loss 
of 352 men. There is a monument to Mr. Polehamp- 
ton, the exemplary chaplain, and hard by a plain slab 
bears the inscription, " Here lies Henry Lawrence, 
who tried to do his duty : may the Lord have mercy 
on his soul ! " words dictated by himself on his death- 
bed. Other monuments commemorate Captain Gra- 
ham of the Bengal Cavalry and two children, Mr. 
Fairhurst, the Roman Catholic chaplain. Major Banks, 
Captain Fulton, of the 32nd, who earned the title of 
" defender of Lucknow ; " Lucas, the travelling Irish 
gentleman, who served as a volunteer, and fell in the 
last sortie ; Captain Becher, Captain Moorsom, poor 
Bensley ThornhiU, and his young daughter, " Mrs. 
Elizabeth Arne, burnt with a shell-ball during the 
siege," Lieutenant Cunliffe, Mr. Ommaney the Judi- 
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cial Commissioner, and others. The nameless hillocks 
of poor Jack Private are plentiful, for here were buried 
many of those who fell in the final capture ; and 
there are children's graves. Interments take place 
still. I saw a freshly-made grave ; but only those 
are entitled to a last resting-place here who were 
among the beleaguered during the long defence. I 
have seen the medal for the defence of Lucknow on 
the bosom of a man who was a child in arms at the 
time of the siege, and such an one would have the 
right to claim interment in this doubly hallowed 
ground. From the churchyard I pass out along the 
narrow neck to that forlorn-hope post, " Innes* Garri- 
son," and along the western face of the entrenchment 
by the sides of the sheep-house and the slaughter, to 
Gubbins's post. The mere foundations of the house 
are visible which the stout civilian so gallantly de- 
fended, and the famous tree, gradually pruned to a 
mere stump by the enemy's fire, is no longer extant 
Along the southern face of the position there are no 
buildings which are not ruined. Sikh Square, the 
Brigade Mess House, and the Martiniere boys' post, 
are alike represented by fragmentary grey walls, 
shivered with shot, and shored up here and there by 
beams. The rooms of the Begum Kothi, near the 
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centre of the position, are still laterally entire, but 
roofless. The walls of this structure are exception- 
ally thick, and here many of the ladies of the garrison 
were quartered. All around the Residency position 
the native houses, which at the time of the siege 
crowded close up on the entrenchment, are now de- 
stroyed ; and, indeed, the native town has been cur- 
tailed into comparatively small dimensions, and is 
entirely separated from the area in which the houses 
of the station are built. 

Quitting the Residency, I drive westward by the 
river side, over the site of the Captan Bazaar, past 
the iron bridge and the Nawab^s bridge, past also 
that huge fortified heap the Muchee Bawn, till I reach 
the beautiful enclosure in which the Great Inambara 
stands. This majestic structure — part temple, part 
convent, part palace, and now part fortress — domi- 
nates the whole terrain, and from its lofty flat roof 
one looks down on the plain, where the weekly hdt 
or market is being held, on the gardens and mansions 
across the river, and southward upon the dense mass 
of houses which constitute the native city. Sentries 
promenade the battlements of the Muchee Bawn and 
the Inambara, and batteries of great guns frown out 
across the cleared plain on the city. The great Hall 
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of the Inambara — an apartment to which, for space 
and height, I know none in Europe comparable — is 
now used as an arsenal, and here are stored the great 
siege guns which William Peel plied with so great 
skill and gallantry. Just outside the Inambara, on 
the edge of the maidan between it and the Moosa- 
bagh, I come on a little railed churchyard, where rest 
a few British soldiers who fell during Lord Clyde's 
final operations in this direction. Then, with a sweep 
across the plain to the south, and by a slight ascent, 
I reach the gate of the city which opens into the 
Chowk or principal street — the street traversed in dis- 
guise by the dauntless Kavanagh when he went out 
from the garrison to convey information, and afford 
guidance to Sir Colin Campbell on his first advance. 
The gate-house is held by a strong force of native 
policemen, armed as if they were soldiers ; and as I 
pass the guard I stand in the Chowk itself, in the 
midst of a throng of gaily clad male pedestrians, 
women in chintz trowsers, laden donkeys, multitu- 
dinous children, and still more multitudinous stinks. 
All down both sides the fronts of the lower stories are 
open, and in the recesses sit merchants displaying 
paltry jewellery, slippers, pipes, turban cloths, and 
Manchester stuffs of the gaudiest patterns. The main 



The Lticknow of To-day. 271 

street of Lucknow has been called "The Street of 
Silver," but I could find little among its jewellery 
either of silver or of gold. The first floors all have 
balconies, and on these sit draped bare-footed women 
of Rahab's profession. The women of Lucknow are 
fairer and handsomer, and the men bolder and more 
stalwart than in Bengal ; and it takes no great pene- 
tration to discern that Lucknow is still ruled by fear 
and not by love. 

It remained for me still to investigate the scenes 
of the route by which Lord Clyde came in on both 
his advances ; but to do justice to these would de- 
mand separate articles. Let me begin the hasty 
sketch at the Dilkoosha Palace, two miles and more 
away to the east of the Residency ; for on both occa- 
sions the Dilkoosha was Clyde's base. Wajid All's 
twenty-foot wall has now given place to an earthen 
embankment surrounding a beautiful pleasure park, 
and there are now smooth green slopes instead of the 
dense forest through which Clyde's soldiers marched 
on their turning movement. On a swell in the midst 
of the park, commanding a view of the fantastic 
architecture of the Martiniere down by the tank, 
stands the gaunt ruin of the once trim and dainty 
Dilkoosha Palace, or rather garden house. From one 
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of the pepper-box turrets up there Lord Clyde 
directed the attack on the Martiniere in his ultimate 
operation ; and here it was that, as Dr. Russell tells 
us, a round shot dispersed his staff on the adjacent 
leads. After quietude was restored the Dilkoosha 
was the head-quarters for a time of Sir Hope Grant, 
but now it has been allowed to fall into decay, 
although the garden in the rear of it is prettily kept 
up. On the reverse slope behind the Dilkoosha was 
the camp in one of the tents of which Havelock died. 
We drive down the gentle slope once traversed at a 
rushing double by the Black Watch on their way to 
carry the Martiniere, past the great tank, out of the 
centre of which rises the tall column to the memory 
of Claude Martine, and reach the entrance of the fan- 
tastic building which he built, in which he was buried, 
and which bears his name. We see at the angle of 
the northern wing the slope up which the gun was 
run which played so heavily on the Dilkoosha up on 
the wooded knoll there. The Martiniere is now, as it 
was before the Mutiny, a college for European boys, 
and the young fellows are playing on the terraces. 
Grotesque stone statues are in niches and along the 
tops of the balconies; you may see on them the marks 
of the bullets which the honest fellows of the Black 
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Watch fired at them, taking them for Pandies. I go 
down into a vault, and see the tomb of Claude Mar- 
tine ; but it is empty, for the mutineers desecrated his 
grave, and scattered his bones to the winds of heaven. 
Then I make for the roof, through the dormitories of 
the boys, and past fantastic stone griffins and lions 
and Gorgons, till I reach the top of the tower and 
touch the flagstaff from which in the relief was given 
the answering signal to that hoisted on the tower of 
the Residency. I stand in the niches where the 
mutineer marksmen used to sit with their hookahs 
and take pot shots at the Dilkoosha. I look down to 
the eastward on the Goomtee, and note the spot 
where Outram crossed on that flank movement which 
would have been so much more successful than it was 
had he been permitted to drive it home. To the 
north-east, beyond the topes, is the battle-ground of 
Chinhut, where Lawrence received so terrible a re- 
verse at the beginning of the siege. Due north is the 
Koodrail viaduct, which Outram cleared with the 
Rifles and the 79th, and in whose vicinity Jung Baha- 
dour, the crafty and bloodthirsty generalissimo of 
Nepaul, *' co-operated " by a demonstration, which 
never became anything more. And to the west there 
lie stretched out before me the domes, minarets, and 
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spires of Lucknow, rising above the foliage in which 
their bases are hidden ; and the routes of Clyde in 
the relief and the capture. The rays of the afternoon 
sun are stirring into colour the dusky grey of the 
Secunderbagh, and of the Nuddun Rusoot, or " Grave 
of the Prophet/' used as a powder magazine by the 
rebels. Below me on the lawn of the Martiniere is 
the big gun — one of Claude Martine's casting — which 
did the rebels so much service at the other angle of 
the Martiniere, and which was spiked at last by two of 
Peel's naval brigade, who swam the Goomtee for the 
purpose. That little enclosure slightly to the left 
front surrounds " all that can die " of that strange 
mixture of high spirit, cool daring, and weak principle, 
the famous chief of Hodson's Horse. By Hodson's 
side lies Captain da Costa of the 56th N. I., attached 
to Brazier's Sikhs. Of this officer is told that, having 
lost many relatives in the butchery of Cawnpore, he 
joined the regiment likeliest to be in the front of the 
Lucknow fighting, and fell by one of the first shots 
fired in the assault on the Kaiser-bagh. 

Descending from the Martiniere tower, I traverse 
the park to the westward, passing the grave of 
Captain Otway Mayne, cross the dry canal, along 
which are still visible the heaps of earth which mark 
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the stupendous first line of the rebels' defences, and 
bending to the left reach the Secunderbagh. This 
famous place was a pleasure garden surrounded with 
a lofty wall, with turrets at the angles and a castel- 
lated gateway. The interior garden is now waste and 
forlorn, the rank grass growing breast high in the 
corners where the slaughter was heaviest. Here 
in this little enclosure, not bigger than the garden of 
Bedford Square, 2,000 Sepoys died the death at the 
hands of the 93rd, the 53rd, and the 4th Punjaubees. 
Their common grave is under the low mound on the 
other side of the road. The loopholes stand as they 
were left by the mutineers when our fellows came 
bursting in through the ragged breach made in the 
reverse side from the main entrance by Peel's guns. 
Further on — that is nearer to the Residency — I come 
to the Shah Nujeef, with its strong exterior wall 
enclosing the domed temple in its centre. It is still 
easy to trace the marks cf the breach made in the 
angle of the wall by Peel's battering guns, and the 
tree is still standing up which Salmon, Southwell, 
and Harrison climbed in response to his proffer of the 
Victoria Cross. Opposite the Shah Nujeef white 
girls are playing on the lawn of that castellated 
building, for the Koorsheyd Munzil, on the top of 

T 2 
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which Garnet Wolseley hoisted the British flag in the 
face of d^feit d^enfer, is now a seminary for the daugh- 
ters of Europeans. A little beyond, on the plain in 
front of the Motee Mahal, is the spot where Campbell 
met Outram and Havelock — a spot which methinks 
might well be marked by a monument ; and after this 
I lose my reckoning by reason of the extent of the 
demolition, and am forced to resort to guess-work as 
to the precise localities. 



RAILWAY LIZZ. 

By an Hospital Sister. 

i>o>©?o«— 

We see many curious phases of humanity — we who 
administer to the sick in the great hospitals which are 
among the boasts of London. The mask worn by the 
face of the world is dropped before us. We see men 
as they are, and while the sight is often not calculated 
to enhance our estimate of human nature, there are 
occasionally strong reliefs which stand out from the 
mass of shadow. There are curious opinions enter- 
tained in the outer world as to the internal economy 
of hospitals, not a few " laymen " imagining that the 
main end of such establishments is that the doctors 
may have something to experiment upon for the 
advancement of their professional theories — something 
which, while it is human, is not very valuable in the 
social scale, and therefore open to be hacked and 
hewn and operated upon with a freedom begotten of 
the knowledge that the subject is a mere vile corpus. 
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Nor is this the only delusion. Many people think 
that the hospital nurse is but another name for a 
heartless harpy, brimful of callous selfishness, and 
sodden with ill-gotten gin. Her attentions — kindness 
is an inadmissible word — are believed to be purely 
mercenary. Those who themselves can afford to fee 
her, or who have friends able and willing to buy her 
services, may purchase civil treatment and careful 
nursing, while the poor wretch who has neither 
money nor friends may languish unheeded. There 
is no greater mistake than this. Year by year the 
character of hospital nursing is improving. It is not 
to be denied that in times gone by there were nurses 
the mainsprings of whose actions may be said to 
have been money and gin ; but these have long since 
been driven forth with contumely. I have seen a 
poor wretch of a discharged soldier, without a single 
copper to bless himself with, nursed with as much 
tender assiduity and real feeling as if he were in a 
position to pay his nurses handsomely. 

Indeed, in most hospitals now the practice of 
accepting money presents is altogether forbidden ; 
and if the prohibition, as in the case of railway 
porters and guards, is sometimes looked upon in the 
light of a dead letter, there is, I sincerely believe, no 
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such thing as any grasping after a guerdon, or any 
neglect in a case where it is evident no guerdon is to 
be expected. There is an hospital I could name in 
which the nurses are prohibited from accepting from 
patients any more substantial recognition of their 
services than a nosegay of flowers. The wards of 
this hospital are always gay with bright, fragrant 
posies, most of them the contributions of those who, 
having been carefully tended in their need, retain a 
grateful recollection of the kindness, and now that 
they are in health again, take this simple, pretty way 
of showing their gratitude. It is two years ago since 
a rough bricklayer's labourer got mended in the 
accident ward of this hospital of some curiously- 
complicated injuries he had received by tumbling 
from the top of a house. Not a Sunday afternoon 
has there been since the house-surgeon told him one 
morning he might go out, that he has not religiously 
revisited the " Albert " ward, and brought his thanks- 
offering in the shape of a cheap but grateful nosegay. 
Those nurses who thus devote themselves to the 
tending of sick, have often curious histories if any- 
body would be at the trouble of collecting them. It 
is not always mere regard for the securing of the 
necessaries of life which has brought them to the 
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thankless and toilsome occupation. We have all 
read of nunneries in which women immured them- 
selves, anxious to sequester themselves from all as- 
sociation with the outer world, and to devote them- 
selves to a life of penance and devotion. After all, 
their piety was aimless, and of no utility to humanity. 
There was a concentrated selfishness in it which 
detracted from its ambitious aspiration. But in the 
modern nuns of our hospitals methinks we have 
women who, abnegating with equal solicitude the 
pleasures and dissipations of the world, find a more 
philanthropic opening for their exertions in their 
retirement than in sleeping on hair pallets and eating 
nothing but parched peas. 

It was towards the autumn of last year that a 
modest-looking young woman applied to me for a 
situation on our nursing staff. She wore a widow's 
dress, and seemed a self-contained, reserved little 
woman, with something weighing very heavily on her 
jnind. Her testimonials of character were ample and 
of a very high order, but they did not enlighten me 
with any great freedom as to her past history, and 
she for her part appeared by no means eager to 
supplement the meagre information furnished by 
them. However, people have a right to keep their 
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own counsel if they please, and there was no sin in 
the woman's reticence. We happened to be very 
short of efficient nurses at the time, and she was at 
once taken upon trial ; her somewhat strange stipu- 
lation, which she made absolute, being agreed to — that 
she should not be compelled to reside in the hospital, 
but merely to come in to perform her turn of nursing, 
and that over, be at liberty to leave the precincts 
when she pleased. I say the stipulation was a strange 
one, because attached to it there was a considerable 
pecuniary sacrifice, as well as a necessity for entering 
a lower grade. 

She made a very excellent nurse, with her quiet, 
reserved ways, and her manner of moving about a 
ward as if she studied the lightness of every footfall. 
But she had her peculiarities. I have already said 
she was not given to be communicative, and for the 
first three months she was in the place, I do not 
believe she uttered a word to any one within the 
walls, except on subjects connected with the perform- 
ance of her duties. Then, too, she manifested a 
curious fondness for being on duty in the accident 
ward. Most nurses have very little liking for this 
ward — the work is very heavy and unremitting, and 
frequently the sights are more than usually repulsive. 
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But she specially made application to be placed in it, 
and the more terrible the nature of the accident, the 
more eager was her zeal to minister to the poor 
victim. It seemed almost a morbid fondness which 
she developed for waiting, in particular, upon people 
injured by railway accidents. When some poor 
mangled platelayer, or a railway-porter crushed 
almost out of resemblance to humanity, would be 
borne in, and laid on an empty cot in the accident 
ward, this woman was at the bedside with a seeming 
intuitive perception of what would best conduce to 
soothe and ease the poor shattered wretch, and she 
would wait on him " hand and foot " with an intensity 
of devotion far in excess of what mere duty, however 
conscientiously fulfilled, would have demanded of her. 
Indeed, her partiality for railway " cases " was so 
marked, that it appeared to amount to a passion ; 
and among the other nurses, never slow to fix upon 
any peculiarity, and base upon it some not unkindly 
nickname, our quiet friend went by the name of 
" Railway Lizz." Nobody ever got any clew to the 
reason, if there was one, for this penchant of hers. 
Indeed, nobody ever was favoured with the smallest 
scrap of her confidence. I confess to have felt much 
interest in the sad-eyed young widow, and to have 
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several times given her an opening which she might 
have availed herself of for narrating something of her 
past life ; but she always retired within herself with a 
sensitiveness which puzzled me not a. little, satisfied 
as I was that there was nothing in her antecedents of 
a character which would not bear the light 

There are no holidays within an hospital. Physical 
suffering is not to be mitigated by a gala day ; the 
pressure of disease cannot be lightened by jollity and 
merry-making. On New Year's Eve, when the world 
outside our walls was glad of heart, a poor shattered 
form was borne into the accident ward. It was a 
railway-porter, whom a train had knocked down and 
passed over, crushing the young fellow almost out of 
the shape of humanity. Railway Lizz was by his 
side in a moment, wetting the pain-parched lips, and 
smoothing the pillow of the half-conscious sufferer. 
The house-surgeon came and went with that silent 
shake of the head we know too surely how to in- 
terpret, and the mangled railway-porter was lefl in 
the care of his assiduous nurse. It was almost mid- 
night when I again entered the accident ward. The 
night-lamp was burning feebly, shedding a dim dull 
light over the great room, and throwing out huge 
grotesque shadows on the floor and the walls. I 
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glanced toward the railway-porter's bed, and the tell- 
tale screen placed around it told me that all was over, 
and that the life had gone out of the shattered casket. 
As I walked down the room toward it, I heard a low 
subdued sound of bitter sobbing behind it, and when 
I stepped within it, there was the sad-faced widow- 
nurse weeping as if her heart would break. When 
she saw me she strove hard to repress her emotion 
and resume the quiet, self-possessed demeanour which 
it was her wont to wear; but she failed in the 
attempt, and the sobs burst out in almost convulsive 
rebellion against the effort to repress them. I put 
my arm round the neck of the poor young thing, and 
stooping down kissed her wet cheek, as a tear from 
my own eye mingled with her profuse weeping. The 
evidence of feeling appeared to overpower her utterly ; 
she buried her head in my lap and lay there long, 
sobbing like an infant. When the acuteness of the 
emotion had somewhat spent itself, I gently raised 
her up, and asked of her what was the cause of a 
grief so poignant. I found that I was now at last 
inside the entrenchments of her reserve ; with a deep 
sigh she said, in her Scottish accent, it was " a lang, 
lang story,'* but if I cared to hear it, she would tell it. 
So sitting there, we two together, in the dim twilight 
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of the night-lamp, with the shattered corpse of the 
railway-porter lying there " streekit " decently before 
us, she told the following pathetic tale : — 

" I am an AberdeeA girl by birth. My father was 
the foreman at a factory, a very stiff, dour man, but a 
gude father, and an upright, God-fearing man. When 
I was about eighteen, I fell acquainted with a railway 
guard, a winsome, manly lad as ever ye would wish 
to see. If ye had kent my Alick, ye wadna wonder 
at me for what I did. My father was a proud man, 
and he couldna bear that I should marry a man that 
he said wasna my equal in station ; and in his firm, 
masterful way, he forbade Alick from coming about 
the house, and me from seeing him. It was a sair 
trial, and I dinna think ony father has a right to put 
doon his foot and mar the happiness of twa young 
folks in the way mine did. The struggle was a bitter 
ane, between a father's commands and the bidding of 
true luve, and at last, ae night coming hame from a 
friend's house, Alick and I forgathered again, and he 
swore he would not gang till I had promised I would 
marry him afore the week was out. 

" rU not trouble ye with lang details of the battle 
that I fought with mysel', and how in the end Alick 
conquered. We were married in the West Kirk the 
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Sunday after, and we twa set up our simple house- 
keeping in a single room in a house by the back of 
the Infirmary. Oh, mem, we were happy young 
things ! Alick was the fondest, kindest man ye 
could ever think of. Sometimes he wad take me a 
jaunt the length of Perth in the van with him, and 
point out the places of interest on the road as we 
went flashing by them. Then on the Sunday, when 
he was off duty, we used to take a walk out to the 
Torry lighthouse, or down by the auld brig o* BaU 
gownie, and then hame to an hour's read of the Bible 
afore I put down the kebbuck and the bannocks. 
My father kept hard and unforgiving ; they tellt me 
he had sworn an oath I should never darken his door 
again, and at times I felt very sairly the bitterness of 
his feeling toward me, as I was sitting up waiting 
for Alick's hame-coming when he was on the night 
turn ; but then he wad come in with his blythe smile 
and cheery greeting, and every thought but joy at his 
presence wad flee away as if by magic. Some of the 
friends I had kent when a lassie at home still kept up 
the acquaintance, and we used sometimes to spend 
an evening at one of their houses. The New Year 
time came, and Alick and myself got an invitation to 
keep our New Year's Eve at the house of a decent^ 
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elderly couple that lived up near the Kitty Brewster 
Station — quiet, retired folk that had been in business 
and made enough to live comfortable on. It was 
Allele's night for the late mail train from Perth, but 
he would be at Market Street Station in time to get 
up among us to see the auld year out and the new 
ane in ; and I was to spend the evening there and 
wait for his arrival. 

" It was a very happy time. The old couple were 
as kind as kind could be, and their twa or three 
young folks keepit up the fun brisk and lively. I 
took a hand at the cairts and sang a lilt like the rest ; 
but I was luiking for Alick's company to fill up my 
cup of happiness. The time wore on, and it was 
getting close to the hour at which he might be 
expectit. I kenna what ailed me, but I felt strangely 
uneasy and ahxious for his coming. * Here he is at 
last ! ' I said to myself, as my heart gave a jump at 
the sound of a foot on the gravel walk. As it came 
closer, I kent it wasna Alick's step, and a strange, 
cauld grip of fear and doubt caught me at the heart. 
Mr. Thomson — that was the name of our old friend — 
was called out, and I overheard the sound of a 
whispered conversation in the passage. Then he put 
his head in and called out his wife ; I could see his 
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face was as white as a sheet, and his voice shook in 
spite of himself. The boding of misfortune came 
upon me with a force it was in vain to strive against, 
and I rose up and went out into the passage amang 
them. The old man was shakin' like an aspen leaf; 
the gude wife had her apron ower her face, and was 
greetin' like a bairn, and in the door stood Tarn 
Farquharson, a railway-porter frae the station. I 
saw it aa' quicker than I can tell it to you, leddy. I 
steppit up to Tam and charged him simple and 
straight. 

" ' Tam, what's happen t to my Alick } ' 

" The wet tears stood in Tam's e'en as he answered, 
' Dinna speer, Lizzie, my puir lass, dinna speer, whan 
the answer maun be a waefu' ane.' 

" ' Tell me the warst, Tam,' says I ; 'let me hear 
the warst, an' put me oot o' my pain ! ' 

" The words are dirlin' and stoonin' in my ears 
yet : — 

" ' The engine gaed ower him, and he's lyin' dead 
at Market Street' 

" I didna faint, and I couldna greet. Something 
gied a crack inside my head, and my e'en swam for a 
minute ; but the next I was putting on my bonnet 
and shawl and saying good nicht to Mrs. Thomson. 
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They tried to stop me. I heard Tarn whisper to the 
auld man, * She maunna see him. He is mangled cot 
o' the shape o' man/ 

" But I was na to be gainsaid, and Tam took itiy 
airm as we gaed doon through the toon to Market 
Street. There they tried hard to keep him oot frae 
my sight. They tellt me he was na fit to be seen, 
but there's nae law that can keep a wife frae seeing 
her husband's corpse. He was lying in a waiting- 
room covered up with a sheet, and, oh me ! he was 
sair, sair mangled — that puir fellow there is naething 
to him — but the winsome, manly face, with the sweet 
familiar smile on it, was nane spoiled ; and lang, lang, 
I sat there, us twa alane, with my hand on his cauld 
forehead, playing wi' his bonnie waving hair. They 
left me there, in their considerate kindliness, till the 
cauld light o* the New Year's morning began to break, 
and then they came and tellt me I must go. But I 
wadna gang my lane. He was mine, and mine only, 
sae lang as he was above the moulds ; and I claimed 
my dead hame wi* me, to that house he had left sae 
brisk and sprightly when he kissed me in the morn- 
ing. Four of the railway-porters carried him up to 
that hame which had lost its hame look for me now. 

I keepit him to mysel* till they took him awa' frae 

u 
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me, and laid him under a saugh-tree in the Spittal 
Kirkyard." 

She paused in her story, overcome by the bitter 
memory of the past, and I wanted no formal appli- 
cation now to give me the clue to her strange prefer- 
ence for the accident ward, and her hitherto inexplic- 
able fondness for " railway cases." Poor thing, with 
what inexpressible vividness must the circumstances 
in which this New Year's night was passing with her, 
have recalled the sad remembrances of that other 
New Year's night, the narrative of which she had just 
given me! Presently she recovered her voice, and 
briefly concluded the little history. 

" Leddy, I was wi' bairn when my Alick was taken 
from me. Oh, how I used to pray that God would 
be good to me, and give me a living keepsake of my 
dead husband ! I troubled nobody. I never speered 
if my father would do anything for me; but I got 
work at the factory, and I lived in prayerful hope. 
My hour of trouble came, and a fatherless laddie was 
bom into this weary world, the very picture of him 
that was sleeping under the tree in the Spittal Kirk- 
yard. I needna tell ye I christened him Alick, and 
the bairn has been my joy and comfort ever since 
God gifted me with him. I found the sights and 
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memories of Aberdeen too much for me, so I came 
up to London here, and ye ken the rest about me. 
It was because of being with my bairn that I wouldna 
agree to live in the hospital here like the rest of the 
nurses, and when I go home now to my little garret, 
he will waken up out of his saft sleep, rosy and fresh, 
and hold up his bonnie mou', sae like his father's, for 
* mammie's kiss/ " 
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A HILL STORY. 
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It was not a very enlivening spot, lying as it did 
on the bleak lower shoulder of a lumpy hill, just 
where the heather merges into the coarse tufty grass 
which marks the margin of cultivation ; yet it bore 
tokens of having at some time or other been a not 
discreditable homestead. I thought at first that it 
was the site of some old Roman camp ; but a closer 
inspection dispelled the idea. There were the remains 
of the rough turf dyke which once surrounded a kail- 
yard, and inside the grass was shorter and greener, 
while here and there among it a neglected southern- 
wood or gooseberry bush reared its ragged head, like 
the unkempt poll of some homeless street Arab. In 
one corner, overhung by a graceful but decaying 
weeping willow, was a little plot which it required no 
conjuror to tell had been a flower-garden. The tor- 
tuous walks were still faintly defined by the straggling 
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box edgings, with many a gap and many a withered 
stem, and through the luxuriant wilderness of chick- 
weed, groundsel, and tanzies, there peered forth an 
occasional cowslip and polyanthus, or a heartsease in 
its wretched forlornness belying its name. There was 
a gap in the turf wall just under the willow tree, and 
passing out by it, I entered what had once been a 
trimly-kept back yard. The well was there, with its 
rough stone coping mouldering and displaced ; at one 
time there had been a humble but not unambitious 
attempt to imitate an inlaid pavement with varie- 
gated pebbles laid down in some fantastic pattern ; 
but the round stones had in some places been dis- 
placed from their bed, and in others a layer of mould 
coated them, out of which the rank strong grass grew 
with the foetid luxuriance of churchyard verdure. A 
pile of stone mixed with and matted together by 
turfs or, as they are called in Scotland, divots, marked 
the site of the dwelling-house, of which what we had 
hitherto seen had been the adjuncts. Only a frag- 
ment of one gable still maintained its upright posi- 
tion, from the centre of which about half way up, 
projected the iron support for the crook, a few links 
of which still dangled as in mockery over the empty 
and green-moulded fire-stance. The whole scene 
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wore an aspect of the forlornest desolation ; not the 
faintest sign of human life was visible. The spring 
wind soughed through the quivering leaves of the 
willow, and played as if in mockery with a few frag- 
ments of paper, which, like the perturbed spirit, could 
find no rest anywhere — not a friendly crevice to drop 
into and moulder into pulp ; but seemed condemned 
to be tossed to and fro on the wind eternally, as if 
they were the embodiment of some sinful human soul 
to which rest and peace were denied. One of these 
fragments I chased, and after a tussle with the wind- 
demon managed to possess myself of. It was the fly- 
leaf of a pocket Bible, and on it were written the two 
names — 

** Isobel Crombie, 
John Farquharson," 

and the legend underneath — 

" Hereby plight constancy one to the other." 

"Ah," said my friend and companion the old 
minister when I showed him the writing on the scrap 
I had picked up, " that is the key-note to a long and 
sad tale. My heart is always heavy when I come up 
out of the valley among these memorials of a once 
happy family. A parish minister sees much joy and 
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much more sorrow in the course of what the busy 
world might call an uneventful life ; biit the story of 
these ruins is the saddest} one within my experience." 

I pressed the white-haired old man to tell me the 
tale. For a while he refused, urging that the subject 
was one which awakened sad memories, over which 
he would fain draw the curtain of oblivion ; but at 
length he yielded reluctantly to my importunity. 
We seated ourselves on a fragment of the turf garden 
wall, and the old minister, after a short silence, occu- 
pied in the assiduous consumption of huge pinches of 
snuff, which perhaps accounted for a certain moisture 
of the eyes, and a somewhat profuse use of his pocket- 
handkerchief, began his story : — 

" I was returning one winter's night from holding 
a catechising in a remote district of my parish, which 
lies at the back of the hill there. Poor old Jessie, 
my pony, had fallen lame on the way, and I turned 
off the hill-road up to the house, the ruins of which 
are now before us, to leave her there for the night 
When I entered the kitchen, the cold ingle of which 
you see in that still standing gable, a very pleasant 
domestic scene- met my eye. The gudeman was 
sitting in the lum-corner, reading aloud in a quaint 
effective way one of the hill stories of the Ettrick 
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Shepherd. James Crombie, or * honest James/ which 
was the name he was known by far and wide, was one 
6f my oldest and most respected elders. He was a man 
somewhat of the old Cameronian type, with strongly- 
marked harsh features, a kindly grey eye, and a great 
pile of bald head, surmounted invariably by the 
' braid bonnet * of the Scottish peasantry. The gude- 
wife sat by the table opposite to her * man,' listening 
to his reading with interest, and knitting away at a 
pair of ' furr and rigg ' stockings for his sturdy shins. 
At the foot of the table sat their daughter Isobel, or 
Bell, as she was usually called, a bonnie sonsie lassie 
as there was in the parish. I had christened her 
myself (as indeed I had married her father and 
mother), and there was not a girl in the parish who 
had done better at the school, or on whom I could 
depend more implicitly for sensible answers at the 
half-yearly district catechisings I was wont to hold. 
By her side sat a strapping young fellow, John Far- 
quharson by name, the son of a neighbouring farmer, 
who was serving as ploughman to his father, and 
very soon expected, as I had been told, to get his 
name in the lease along with him. It was easy 
enough to see — by the way Bell blushed and John 
looked ' blate * as I came in — that there was a quiet 
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courting-match going on between the young couple ; 
and as the gudewife wore a complacent smile, with a 
sigh now and then as, perhaps, she thought of her 
own young days — and honest James certainly did not 
frown — I set down the whole little matter in my own 
mind as settled, and jocularly asked John when he 
was coming down to the manse to speak about the 
banns. He, of course, looked as if he had been 
detected in the act of stealing the pulpit Bible, and 
Miss Bell gave me a half deprecatory, half malicious 
glance out of the corner of her bright blue eye, which 
I accepted on the spot as a tacit pledge that I was to 
perform the ceremony at a convenient season. After 
sitting with the group some twenty minutes, the 
gudeman insisted that I should conduct the evening 
family worship; and this over, I set out for the 
manse, accompanied by John Farquharson, because, 
as he said, ' the road was gty and kittle, and I micht 
layer in some o' the bog holes/ 

"Time wore on. It was getting near to Mid- 
summer, the season of the annual Commission Sacra- 
ment. The spring had been a very bad one ; all the 
potatoes had gone wrong. Last year's crops had 
thrashed out wretchedly. A pestilence called the 
< quarter ill * had smitten many of the cattle, and, in 
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particular, James Crombie's byres had -been almost 
emptied. His face had become perceptibly thinner 
and more haggard, and I used to meet him often 
stalking moodily along with his hands under his coat- 
tails^ and his head sunk down on his breast The 
young laird had come home from Oxford — a hand* 
some, wild young scapegrace, about whom some ugly 
stories were already afloat. John Farquharson's face 
was no longer blythe and gay as it had been wont 
to be. The few times I had met him lately he seemed 
sullen and moody, and I feared something had inter- 
vened to prevent the course of true love running 
smooth between him and Bell. As for her, she, too, 
was altered. She had not come at all to the last 
catechising, and I had noticed her at church dressed 
in a way which hardly became her station. . 
. " The sacrament time came, and James Crombie^ 
moody and careworn, was in his place with the other 
elders. The preliminary sermon had been preached, 
the sacred elements were on the .white cloth which 
ran along the whole space of the middle of the 
church, and I ascended the pulpit to perform, the- 
awe-inspiring and terrible duty of * fencing the tables.' 
Perhaps you know not the strict " meaning of the 
phrase apd the duty. It is this. With the Saviour's 
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body and blood in a symbolical form before the 
minister and the intending communicants, it is the 
momentous task of the former to warn away from 
these tables, as he would from the very mouth of hell 
itself, all who would partake thereof with the flush of 
unrepented sin on their guilty souls. It is his dread- 
ful duty to lift up his stern voice, and; in the name of 
the Most High, solemnly to tell *the fornicators,, 
idolators, adulterers, effeminate, thieves, covetous^ 
drunkards, revilers, extortionists, those full of envy,, 
murder, deceit, malignity, backbiters, haters of God, 
despiteful, proud, boasters, inventors of evil things, 
disobedient to parents, without understanding, cove- 
nant-breakers, implacable, unmerciful ' — to tell such, 
I say, in the name of the Master that, if they come ta 
that table in their sins, they commit ' the sin against 
the Holy Ghost,* and incur the fate of the apostate 
Iscariot. 

" This duty is, as I have said, a dread one ; but it 
IS not for the conscientious minister to shrink from it 
in all its awful significance. I was finishing the 
solemn sentences wherewith I * fenced the tables,* 
when there was a sudden stir in the body of the 
church below me. I saw my favourite elder, James 
Crombie, spring to his feet, and, bareheaded, rush 
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frantically out of the church, his * lyart haffits ' 
streaming behind him as he fled. It was only with 
an extraordinary effort that I controlled my emotion 
and was able to proceed ; and when I saw the sensa- 
tion the occurrence caused among the congregation — 
heightened when James's wife rose from her seat in 
the gallery, and, with white face and tottering steps, 
followed her husband — I wavered whether it would 
not be advisable to postpone the ordinance alto- 
gether. But I judged it better not ; and table after 
table was served, and the afternoon sermon began in 
the church and the kirkyard ere I ventured to com- 
mune with myself over the extraordinary occurrence 
of the forenoon. I tried to connect it in some curious 
rambling fashion with the absence of the daughter, 
Isobel, from her usual seat in church ; but, failing in 
this, the moment the benediction had been pro- 
nounced, I deputed a brother minister to fill my place 
at the manse table, and walked up the shoulder of 
the hill to James Crombie's house. A neighbour 
opened the door to me, and silently led the way into 
the kitchen. There, in her accustomed seat, sat the 
gude wife ; but oh, how changed from the last time I 
had seen her there. She sat supine and motionless, 
as if she had been smitten with a palsy stroke, nor 
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was she to be roused from out the deadly numbness 
into which she had been struck. There were no 
tidings of James, but the neighbour-woman pointed 
silently to an open letter which lay on the table. I 
took it up and read it It ran thus, commencing 
with the stereotyped epistolary phraseology of the 
Scottish peasantry : 

" * Sunday Forenoon, 

"'Dear Mother,— 

" ' I write these few lines to let you know 
that I have gone away with young Mr. Harry, who 
has promised to marry me whenever we get to parts 
abroad. Dear Father and Mother, do not fret, for I 
will come home soon, and be the leddy down at the 
big house. Tell John Farquharson he will get a 
better wife than your dutiful daughter till death, 

" ' ISOBEL CrOMBIE.' 

" My heart turned sick ; and after an ineffectual 
effort to rouse the old woman from her lethargy of 
woe, I left the grief-smitten house. On my way 
home I met John Farquharson coming toward me 
with rapid strides, and a wild, dangerous light in his 
eye. He had heard a rumour, and was coming to 
receive confirmation or refutation. I arrested his 
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further progress, and strove, while I did not withhold 
from him the truth, to soften its terrible significance ; 
but the moment he had gathered from me the con- 
firmation of the report he had heard, he broke away 
with a bitter curse and a blood-curdling laugh, and 
ran madly across the moor as if flying from himself. 
There were heavy hearts that night in the manse, as 
well as up on the hill-side. 

"Next morning came tidings of James himself. 
He had walked straight, bonnetless as he was, from 
the church door to the gate of the gaol in the county 
town, and commenced thundering at the door as if he 
meant to drive it in. The warder looked through the 
wicket, and, knowing James, asked, in surprise at the 
wildness of his appearance, what he wanted. 

" * I want in,' was the answer, * an* I maun be in. 
Gin ye dinna lat me in, Til loup aff the pier-head, an' 
ray bluid will be on yer head/ 

" ' Is the man mad ? ' was the warder's reply. 
* Troth, there's mony want oot here, but few want in. 
I tell ye gae awa', man ! ' 

" ' Let me in, I say,* was the response ; * pit me in 
a cell, or 1*11 ding out my brains on the lintel o' the 
yett I tell ye I've guilt on my soul, an' I maun dree 
the law for it/ 
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" The astonished official knew not what to make of 
so unprecedented a demand, and determined to get 
out of the responsibility of the matter by bringing 
James under the cognizance of the Procurator Fiscal, 
who lived in the next street For his part, James 
was nothing loth, his whole being seeming to be 
centred in a feverish craving to be inside a felon's cell 
ere an hour was over. At the fiscal's he made a clean 
breast of it. Impelled, he said, by inability to pay his 
rent staring him in the face, he had signed the name 
of a neighbour on the back of a bill which he had 
handed to the factor in discharge of a portion of the 
rent due for his farm. Yes, 'honest James* was 
honest no longer — he was a forger and a felon. He 
had fallen, indeed, but he could not sear his con- 
science ; and when my awful message, in fencing the 
tables, sounded in his ear, the burden of his secret sin 
had been greater than he could bear. 

"The Procurator Fiscal of course took his depo- 
sition, and equally as a matter of course committed 
him to custody on the charge of forgery on his own 
confession. It was my task to tell the tale to his 
wife, and I would rather not trust myself to narrate 
the incidence of the grievous blow. The morning 
after my interview with her she was outside the 
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prison door, and before the week was out there was a 
displenish sale at the steading among whose ruins we 
are seated. All James's debts were paid, and the 
poor gudewife removed into the town into a humble 
lodging, to be near her husband on the day of trial. 

** That day was not long of coming. The Lords of 
Circuit entered the town at night, and next morning 
the Court was duly constituted. James Crombie's was 
the first case on the circuit roll. You must under- 
stand that whereas, were this case to have occurred in 
England, the factor, a private individual, would have 
been the prosecutor, and might have withdrawn from 
the charge had he thought proper, the law is different 
among us in Scotland here. The moment the Procu- 
rator Fiscal, who is a Crown official and the public 
prosecutor, has heard a whisper of the case, from that 
moment it is beyond the pale of private inveteracy 
or mercy, as the case may be ; and if he, in the exer- 
cise of his judgment, reports to his superiors that it 
is one on which there is a reasonable probability of 
obtaining a conviction, no influence in the land can 
withhold it from the impartial arbitrament of the law. 
So, notwithstanding that the factor's claim had been 
satisfied, and that he had volunteered to give evi- 
dence as to character for the defence, which example 
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had been imitated by the man whose name had been 
forged, James Crombie stood in the panel of the 
circuit court-house to answer the charge, with a 
Crown counsel as prosecutor. As he stood in the 
dock with downcast eyes and worn face, I noticed 
that the sparse grey hairs had turned snow white, and 
the once stout upright figure had become wasted and 
bent. 

" * How say you, James Crombie, are you guilty or 
not guilty ? ' 

"His head sank still lower on his breast as the 
answer, although little louder than a whisper, sounded 
all over the hushed court, * Guilty, my lord, before 
my God and before my fellow-man ! ' 

"*The daumed feel,' I heard the Fiscal's clerk 
mutter angrily ; * an' me drew the process loose 
eneuch to drive a coach an' sax through't, to gie 
honest James a chance.' 

** * Have you any counsel ? ' asked the court. 

" * Nane, my Lord, except a guilty conscience.* 

** A whispered consultation ensued between the 
Fiscal and the Crown counsel, and the latter rising, 
requested that the court would proceed to take proofs 
of substantiation of the charge, negativing the panel's 
confession and plea of 'guilty,' and that it would be 

X 
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pleased to appoint some of the counsel present to 
conduct the defence of the undefended prisoner at the 
bar. 

" A brisk young advocate, who had been glancing 
over the papers, sprang up at this hint, and volun- 
teered his services, which the court accepted on behalf 
of the seemingly bewildered panel, and the first wit- 
ness — the factor — was called. He had not entered 
the witness-box, when the dapper young advocate 
was on his legs. 

" * My Lud,' said he, * I rise to save the time 
of the court and my learned brother who appears 
on behalf of the Crown. I beg to call your lord- 
ship's attention to the irrelevancy of the libel. It 
contains no specification of the date or the proximate 
date of the uttering of the document alleged to be 
forged; 

" The FiscaFs clerk seemed inclined to give vent to 
a hurrah; the court looked at the Crown counsel, 
who looked at the Fiscal, who smiled at his clerk and 
then shook his head, and then the Crown counsel 
rose and announced that * he deserted the diet against 
James Crombie/ or, in other words, that he aban- 
doned the charge. The door of the panel (or as you 
would call it, the dock) was opened, and. the dazed. 
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semi-unconscious man was let out and given over to 
his faithful wife. 

" Next Sunday James Crombie was in my church 
in his usual seat. After public worship the session 
met according to their wont, and James came and 
stood at the door of the pew which he had so often 
entered of right as a respected elder of the congrega- 
tion. The elders and myself judged that, in the cir- 
cumstances, he might be permitted to resign sintpli- 
>citer, and so denude himself of the office he was no 
longer worthy to hold. But no. James insisted on 
drinking the bitter cup to the dregs. ' I have been 
letten off ae punishment, oh ye that I ance cud caa* 
brethren, but I maun dree this weird to the vera end.' 
He was immovable ; so next Sabbath day a Presby- 
tery meeting convened in the kirk yonder, and James 
Crombie was silently deposed from the office of the 
eldership in the face of the congregation. With his 
fine bare head bent meekly downward he went out 
from our midst, his faithful wife guiding his foot- 
steps. Next week they sailed for America. The 
ship was lost in the Channel, and not a soul saved." 

It was with difficulty that the old minister reached 
what I judged to be the conclusion of his sad story. 
He rose from the turf with something that sounded 
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like a sob, and walked, with hasty steps down the 
slope, through the rough grass, and among the whin 
bushes. I followed him at a short interval, un- 
willing to interrupt his meditations, and we walked 
on in this fashion till we came within a little distance 
of the churchyard wall. Here the minister halted 
and faced about. Waiting till I came up, he abruptly 
burst again into speech. 

"It was several years after this when a woman 
came to the manse and told me I was wanted up at 
the steading on the shoulder of the hill. I. must tell 
you that Crombie's farm had been amalgamated into 
a neighbouring one, and that the buildings, the ruins 
of which you have been among, were never afterwards 
occupied. With some curiosity I went up the hill^ 
and crossing the threshold, from which the door-posts 
had rotted away, I entered the familiar kitchen. At 
first I saw no sign of life. But a low moaning drew 
me toward the chimney corner. There all along on 
the floor, a huddled mass of strange, draggled, tawdry 
finery, lay a female form, face downwards. I stooped^ 
raised the passive head, and turned it to the light. 
For a time I gazed on the lineaments, worn, wild^ 
and yet beautiful as they were, without a glimmer of 
recognition ; then as she opened her eyes, the awful 
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conviction dawned upon me that in this poor wreck, 
this waif and stray of blighted womanhood, I was 
looking upon none other than Isobel Crombie ; and 
I was right. She recognised me, seemingly, after a 
little time ; for she began in a low, broken tone to 
repeat scraps of the Shorter Catechism, and the texts 
of Scripture on which I had been wont to question 
her at the Sabbath school and on my season visita- 
tions. Then her mood changed, and sitting up, with 
wild distorted face and arms brandished frantically 
about, she burst into a torrent of raving oaths and 
blasphemy, such as curdled my blood within my 
veins. This outburst of horrible language lasted for 
a few minutes, and then the mood seemed to change 
again, and she began rocking herself to and fro, as if 
she were dandling an infant, crooning, at the same 
time, a low lullaby song. Finally she sank backward 
in a state of syncope, and then I sent the woman 
who had fetched me for some of the neighbours, and 
we had her carried into the nearest house. There 
she lay some days, evidently dying fast. Her's was 
the old story — so old in the history of womanhood 
that I need not relate it to you. It was a curious 
coincidence that while she was lying there fading out 
of the world, a letter came to me from the chaplain 
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of Scutari Hospital to inform me that Private John 

P'arquharson of the Scots Greys, had died on 

day of in that hospital, of '.desperate wounds 

received in the battle of Balaclava. We spared the 
poor wretch this last drop in the cup she had poured 
herself out. Halt, or you will tread on her grave ! " 



THE END. 
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The sun, the moon and the stars, the grass, the 
water that flows round the earth, and the light air of heaven : 

To You greeting. I too stand behind these and send 
you word across them. 

L 

Freedom at last 1 

Long sought, long prayed for — ages and ages long : 
the burden to which I continually return, seated here thick- 
booted and obvious yet dead and buried and passed into 
heaven, unsearchable ; 

[How do you know indeed but what I have passed 
into you]] 

And Joy, beginning but without ending — ^the journey 
of jouraeys. Thought laid quietly aside : 



These things I, seizing you by the shoulders, will 
shake you till you understand them ! but my words whether 
you imderstand or not is nothing to me — I sort rather with 
those who do not read them. 
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II. 

Who you are I know not, but I have it before me 
that you shall know. For a certainty you are not greater 
or less than me. I neither look upon you with envy nor 
with pity, with deference nor with contempt. Endowments 
and dignities and accomplishments are of no account what- 
ever ; but honesty — and to stand in time under the great 
law of Equality — after which you will be satisfied, and joy 
will take possession of you. 

Till then, farewell. Do not follow me, but go your 
own way voyaging — and then haply some time we shall 
meet. 

III. 

The sun shines, as of old ; the stars look down from 
heaven ; the moon, crescent, sails in the twilight ; on bushy 
tops in the warm nights, naked, with mad dance and song, 
the earth-children address themselves to love ; 

Civilisation sinks and swims, but the old facts 
remain — the sun smiles, knowing well its strength. 

The little red stars appear once more on the hazel 
boughs, shining among the catkins, as they did I suppose 
before ever man saw them \ in the farmyard the hen strikes 
her ascending sixth; over waste lands the pewit tumbles 
and cries as at the first day 3 men with horses go out on 
the land — they shout and chide and strive — and return 
again glad at evening; the old earth breathes deep and 
rhythmically, night and day, summer and winter, giving 
and concealing herself. 

Again the earth shrivels and disappears; jealousy 
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aud hatred and suspicion writhe, lust consumes; despair 
-dries up, yearnings exhale the soul ; what was obvious 
becomes nothing, the gulfs and the chasms look commonplace, 
:and Satan strides once more through emptiness and night. 

IV. 

I know that to the end of Time and the remotest 
<x)mer of Space there is nothing that I cannot take for 
mine — nothing without personal relation to Myself, body 
and soul; to this body, sweet, bitter, painful, pleasurable, 
fatal — to that, equal. Not the most fatal drug but feeds 
that one, not years of slow exile or of illness. 

Through this life, that life, the two always conjoined ; 
through failure, stedfastness ; through the sight of the 
change and flow of things, immortality ; through the 
magnificence and splendour of nature (I speak to you now 
seated on some wooded slope or hill — the birds, the buds, the 
«ky after rain) Yourself equal in magnificence and splendour. 

V. 

I arise out of the dewy night and shake my wings. 

Tears and lamentations are no more. Life and death 
lie stretched below me. I breathe the sweet aether blowing 
of the breath of God. 

Deep as the universe is my life — and I know it ; 
nothing can dislodge the knowledge of it; nothing can 
destroy, nothing can harm me. 

Joy, joy arises — I arise. The sun darts overpowering 
piercing rays of joy through me, the night radiates it 
from me. 
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I take wings through the night and pass through all 
the wildernesses of the worlds, and the old dark holds of 
tears and death — and return with laughter, laughter^ 
laughter : 

Sailing through the starlit spaces on outspread wings^ 
we two— laughter ! laughter ! laughter ! 

VI. 

I go down to bathe. 

The earth is my chariot, light smooth and swift 
as thought. 

I lie dripping wet, naked and panting, on the hot 
sea-banks, and am whirled away. The sun bums down, tho 
light soft waves of the wind run over me ; I dance madly oq 
the sands in the glitter of the waves, and am whirled away. 

I bestride the Earth as a ball. I leap up and dance 
on top of it as it rushes through space. I lie close with 
encircling arms listening the secrets it whispers me : I fade 
and become part of it. 

I emerge again by the waterside. The bathers are 
still there. I receive the sight of their naked bodies, the 
pleasant consciousness of those who are unashamed, the 
glance of their eyes, the beautiful proud step of the human 
animal on the sand, and the long declining afternoon in the 
height of the sky. 

joy ! Hymns to the winds and passionate kisse» 
back to the sun ! 

The sea floats inwards where I am : I reach out under 
the waves. The ships with their crews come sailing up on 
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the ocean that is within me (the whole universe comes 
sailing in time) ; the sea-banks stretch and the bathers bask 
xinclothed, and I enclose their bodies as I enclose my own. 

I congratulate you, winds and sun! naked 
beautiful human souls, bodies ! laughter ! trooping over 
the waters, up the bright pathway of the sun, myriads and 
myriads, into heaven ! 

Over the earth, over the earth, by the ever-beautiful 
•coast lines, aloi^g the sands, with the winds, on the rippling 
waters of the streams, in all climes and lands, through the 
streets of cities, villages, along the great roads, through the 
halls of the dead, and the ruins of forsaken temples, by 
moonlight, starlight, sunlight, through crime, suffering, 
life, death and deliverance, trooping, pouring, madly 
dancing, by myriads and myriads, into heaven ! 

I arise and walk — ^miles and miles along the sandy 
shore ; the sun nears the horizon in a flood of yellow light, 
the shadows of the waves run before them over the water ; 
there are wafts of salt air and hissing fringes of foam close 
to me. The moon arises and the stars upon the tranquil 
night. I turn aside into a great city and am lost. 

VII. 

Freedom ! the deep breath ! the word heard centuries 
And centuries beforehand ; the soul singing low and 
passionate to itself : Joy ! Joy ! 

Not as in a dream. The earth remains and daily 
life remains, and the scrubbing of doorsteps, and the house 
And the care of the house remains ; but Joy fills it, fills the 
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house full and swells to the sky and reaches the stars : all 
Joy! 

freed soul ! soul that has completed its relation to 
the body ! soaring, happy beyond words, into other 
realms passing, salutations to you, freed, redeemed soul 1 

VIIL 

What is certain, and not this 1 What is solid 1 — thft 
rocks 1 the mountains 1 destiny 1 

The gates are thrown wide open all through the- 
universe. I go to and fro — through the heights and depths 
I go and I return : All is well 

1 conceive the purport of all suffering. The blear- 
eyed boy, famished in brain, famished in body, shivering: 
there in his rags by the angle of the house, is become divine 
before me ; I hold him long and silently by the hand and 
pray to him. 

I conceive a millenium on earth — ^a miUenium not of 
riches, nor of mechanical facilities, nor of intellectual fEUiilities, 
nor absolutely of immunity from disease, nor absolutely of 
immunity from pain ; but a time when men and women all 
over the earth shall ascend and enter into relation with 
their bodies — shall attain freedom and joy ; 

And the men and women of that time looking back 
with something like envy to the life of to-day, that they too- 
might have borne a part in its travail and throes of birth. 

All is well : to-day and a million years hence, equally. 
To you the whole universe is given for a garden of delight ;; 
and to the soul that loves, in the great coherent Whole, the 
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hardest and most despised lot is even with the hest ; and 
there is nothing more certain or more solid than this. 

IX. 

Freedom ! the deep hreath ! I know very well my 
own power, and I know my weakness. I do not speak of 
myself, but I speak for you. For your real self I speak, 
which haply you have swathed up there in a heap of other 
people's cast-oflf clothes, till you are . . . Well, come 
out ! You do not know what you are. 

The bodies of pitmen and canal-boatmen and high- 
bom and fashionable women, and of the young soldier who 
catches indecently at the girl in the street — ^the pure sweet 
body, desiring to be seen, open, every part of it, to the air 
and the sun ; washed clean not by the waters of the sea only, 
but by invisible waters ; the shore of the soul, ships going to 
and fro far and unknown regions, waves travelling eternally, 
lipping and crisping every cranny of the shingle ; 

Clean inside as well as out, sweet breath, and the 
smell of the skin so sweet, and the rift after meals ; 

The transparent look of things when you look upon 
them, and the clear vision of Yourself peeping forth upon 
the world — better than any looking glass ; the odour of a 
flower of love growing not far from the wayside. 

The dignified and beautiful companion! interpreter 
and teacher of Yourself, — 

Consider how carefully and artfully it ordains itself, 
or replaces an injured part — and you cannot make a hair 
grow in one place rather than another; Yet to be always 
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towsing and tampering at it, and concealing one part and 
exposing another^ and letting one's little tongue wag 1 How 
undignified ! 

• Cherish this your friend with early-risen honest work^ 
clean food, air, sunlight and nakedness, and belie it as little 
as you can, and you shall be blessed beyond what you 
imagine. 

X. 

These cast-off clothes! , The fashions, customs^ 
opinions, desires, fears, of everyone but yourself ! But what 
have fashion, custom, opinion, desire and fear anyhow to do 
with freedom? 

I tell you that fashion custom opinion desire and fear 
have nothing to do with freedom ; 

Therefore even in the midst of these, caddis worm, 
you may be free, or preparing freedom for yourself. 

XL 

I, Nature, stand, and call to you though you heed 
not : Have courage, come forth, child of mine, that you 
may see me. 

As a nymph of the invisible air before her mortal 
beloved, so I glance before you — I dart and stand in your 
path — ^and turn away from your heedless eyes like one in 
pain. 

I am the ground ; I listen the sound of your feet. 
They come nearer. I shut my eyes and feel their tread 
over my face. 
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I am the trees ; I reach downward my long arms and 
touch yoa, though you heed not, with enamoured fingers ; 
my leaves and zigzag branches write wonderful words against 
the evening sky — for you, for you — say, caJi you not even 
spell them % 

shame ! shame ! I fling you away from me (you 
shall not know that I love you). Unworthy ! I strike you 
across the face ; does the blood mount to your cheek now 1 
my glove rings at your feet : I dare you to personal combat. 

Will you come forth ? will you do the daring deed ? 
will you strip yourself naked as you came into the world, 
and come before me, and regard unafraid the flashing of my 
sword 1 will you lose your life, to Me ? 

child of mine ! 

See ! you are in prison, and I can ^ive you space ; 

You are choked down below there, by the dust of 
your own raising, and I can give you the pure intoxicating 
air of the mountains to breathe ; 

1 can make you a king, and show you all the lands 
of the earth ; 

And from yourself to yourself I can deliver you, and 
can come, your enemy, and gaze long and long with yeUs of 
laughter into your ey^s ! 

XII. 

The old Earth breathes deep and rhythmically, night 
and day, siunmer and winter ; the cuckoo calls across the 
woodland, and the willow- wren warbles among the great 
chestnut buds ; the labourer eases himself* under a hedge, 
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and the frog flops into the pond as the cows approach ; in 
the theatre Juliet from her balcony still bends in the moon- 
light, and Romeo leans up from the bushes below ; in the 
pale dawn, still, faint with love he tears himself away ; the 
great outlines of the fields and hills where you were bom 
and grew up remain apparently unchanged. 

If I am not level with the lowest I am nothing ; and 
if I did not know for a certainty that the craziest sot in the 
village is my equal, and were not proud to have him walk 
with me as my friend, I would not write another word — ^for 
in this is my strength. 

My thoughts are nothing, but I myself will reach my 
arms through time, constraining you. 

These are the days which nourished and fed me so 
kindly and well ; this is the place where I was bom, the 
walls and roofs which are familiar to me, the windows out of 
which I have looked. This is the overshadowing love and 
care of parents ; these are the faces and deeds, indelible, of 
brothers and sisters — closing round me like a wall^the 
early world in which I lay so long. 

This is to-day : the little ship lies ready, the fresh air 
blowing, the sunlight pouring over the world. These are 
the gates of aU cities and habitations standing open ; this is 
the love of men and women accompanying me wherever I 
go ; these are the sacred memories of that early world, time 
may never change. 

And this is the word which swells the bosom of the 
hills and feeds the sacred laughter of the streams, for man : 
the purpose which endures for you in those old fields and 
hills and the sphinx-glance of the stars. 
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XIII. 

The caddis worm leaves the water^ and takes on 
wmgs and flies in the upper air ; the walking mud becomes 
amorous of the winged sunlight and behaves itself in an 
abandoned manner. The Earth (during its infancy) flies 
roimd the Sun from which it sprang, and the mud flies round 
the pond from which it sprang. The earth swims in space, 
the fish swim in the sea, the bird swims in the air, and the 
soul of man in the ocean of Equality — ^towards which all 
the other streams run. 

XIV. 

Here, into this ocean, everything debouches ; all in- 
terest in life begins anew. The plantain in the croft looks 
different from what it did before. 

Do you understand ? To realise Freedom or Equality 
(for it comes to the same thing) — for this hitherto, for you, 
the imiverse has rolled ; for this, your life, possibly yet many 
lives — ^for this, death, many deaths — ^for this, desires, fears, 
compUcations, bewilderments, sufferings, hope, regret— aU 
falling away at last duly before the Soul, before You 
(0 laughter!) arising the full grown Lover — ^possessor of 
the password. 

The path of Indifference — action, inaction, good, evil, 
pleasure, pain, the sky, the sea, cities and wilds — all equally 
used (never shunned), adopted, put aside, as materials only — 
you continuing, love continuing — ^the use and freedom of 
materials dawning at last upon you. 

laughter ! the Soul invading — ^looking proudly 
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upon its new kingdom — ^possessing the offerings 
pleasures, forbidden and unforbidden^ from all 
thinfis — if perchance it will stoop to accept them : tl 



of aU 
created 
things — if 
lasting life. 



From that day forward objects turn round upon 
themselves with an exceedingly innocent air, but are visibly 
not the same ; 

Fate is levelled, and the mountains and pyramids 
look foolish before the glance of a little child ; love becomes 
possessed of itself, and of the certainty of its own fruition 
{which it never could have before). 

Here the essence of all expression, and the final 
surrender of Art — for this the divine Artists have struggled 
and still struggle ; 

For this the heroes and lovers of all ages have laid 
down their lives; and nations like tigers have fought, 
knowing well that this life was a mere empty blob without 
Freedom. 

Where this makes itself known in a people or even in 
the soul of a single man or woman, there Democracy begins 
to exist 

• Of that which exists in the Soul, political freedom 
and institutions of equality, etc., are but the shadows 
{necessarily thrown); and Democracy in States or Consti- 
tutions but the shadow of that which first expresses itself in 
the glance of the eye or the appearance of the skin. 

Without these first the others are of no account and 
need not be further mentioned. 
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XV. 

Inevitable in time for man and all creation is the 
realisation : the husks one behind another keep shelling and 
peeling ofif. 

Rama crosses to Ceylon by the giant stepping stones; 
and the Ganges floats with the flowers and sacred lamps of 
pUgrims; Diotima teaches Socrates divine lore; Benedict 
plimges his midnight lust in snow and briars ; and Bruno 
stands prevaricating yet obstinate before his judges. 

The midnight jackals scream roimd the village ; and 
the feigned cry of the doe is heard as she crosses the track 
of the hunter pursuing her young ; the chaffinch sits close 
in her perfect nest, and the shining leaping waters of the 
streams run on and on. . 

The great stream of history runs on. 

Over the curve of the misty horizon, out of the dim 
past (do you not see it ?) over the plains of China and the 
burning plains of India, by the tombs of Egypt and through 
the gardens beneath the white tower of Belus and under the 
shadow of the rock of Athens, the great stream descends ; 

Soft, slow, broad-bosomed mother-stream — where the 
Ark floats, and Isis in her moon-shaped boat sails on with 
the corpse of Osiris, and the chUd-god out of the water rises 
seated on a lotus flower, and Brahma two-sexed dwells ai!lcdd 
the groves, and the maidens weep for Adonis. 

Mighty long-delaying vagrant stream ! Of innumer- 
able growing rustling life ! Out of some cavern mouth long 
ago where the cave-dwellers sat gnawing burnt bones, down 
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to to-day — with ever growing tumult, and glints of light 
upon thee in the distance as of half-open eyes, and the sound 
of countless voices out of thee, nearer, nearer, past pro 
montory after promontory winding, widening, hastening ! 

Now to-day, turbid wild and unaccountable in 
fiudden Niagara-plunge toward thy nearer oceanic levels 
descendmg— 

How wonderful art Thou ! 

XVI. 

Lo ! to-day the falling waters — ^the ribbed white per- 
pendicular seas — shaking the ground with their eternal 
thunder ! Lo ! above all rising like a sign into the immense 
height of the sky, the columned vapour and calm exhalation 
of thy agony — 

The Arisen and mighty soul of Man ! 

[The word runs like fire along the ground ; who shaU 
contain it ? the word that is nothing — as fire is nothing and 
yet it devours the land in a moment.] 

Lo ! to-day the eagle soul that stretches its neck 
into the height, looking before and after ; the living banner 
calling with audible inaudible voice through all times ; the 
spirit whose eyes are heavy with gazing out over the immense 
world of MAN ! 

[0 spirit ! spirit ! spirit ! spirit ! stretching thy arms 
out over the world. 

Calling to thy children — spirit of the brow of love 
and feet of war and thunder — 

Thou art let loose within me ! 
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No delicate fiction art thou to me now — the sound of 
thy steps appals me with joy as thou stridest — fills me with 
joy and power. 

Go, go, my soul, stream out on the wind with this 
one — I laugh as the ancient cities shake like leaves in the 
din and tumult — 

Go shout on the winds that the world is alive, that 
the Arisen one controls it — 

I laugh as the ground rocks under my feet, I laugh 
as I walk through the forest, and the trees reel to and fro, 
and their great dead branches chatter 

Shout on the winds, though the foaming hell grows 
hoarse with gusty thunder, shout that the crashing distracted 
hurrying eddying world is taken ' 

Prisoner in the highest ! ] 

Ah ! the live Earth trembles beneath thy footsteps ; 
the passionate deep shuddering words run along the ground: 
who shall contain, who shall understand them? 

Surely, surely, age after age out of the ground itself 
■arising — from the chinks of the lips of the clods and from 
between the blades of grass — up with the tall-growing wheat 
surely ascending 

Deep-muttered, vast, inaudible — they come — the 
strange new words, through the frame of the great Mother 
a.nd through the frames of her children trembling : 

Freedom ! 

And among the far nations there is a stir like the stir 
of the leaves of a forest. 

Joy, Joy arising on Earth ! 
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And lo ! the banners lifted from point to point, and 
the spirits of the ancient races looking abroad — the divinely 
beautiful daughters of God calling to their children. 

The nations of the old and of the new worlds ! 

See, what hastening of feet, what throngs, what rust- 
ling movement ! 

Lo ! the divine East from ages and ages back intact 
her priceless jewel of thought — the germ of Democracy — 
bringing down ! [Gentle and venerable India well pleased 
now at last to hear fulfilled the words of her ancient sages.] 

Lo, Arabia ! peerless in dignity, eternal in manhood 
of love and war — ^pivoting like a centre the races of mankind; 
Siberia, the aged mother, breaking forth uncontrollable into 
exultant shouting, from Kokan to farthest Kamschatka and 
the moss-morasses of the Arctic Sea ! 

See how they arise and call to each other ! Norway 
with wild hair streaming, dancing frantic on her mountain 
tops ; Italy from dreams, from languid passionate memories 
amid her marble ruins, to deeds again arising; Greece; 
Belgium ; Denmark ; Ireland — liberty's deathless flame 
leaping on her Atlantic Shore ! 

the wild races of Africa, beautiful children of the 
Sim, hardy and superb, givers of gifts to the common stock 
without which all the other gifts were useless ! the native 
tribes still roaming in the freedom of the earth and the 
waters : the Greenlander and his little boy together in their 
canoe towing the dead seal, the tawny bronzed Malay, and 
Papuan, and Australian through the interminable silent 
bush tracking infallibly for water or the kangaroo ! 
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Lo ! the great users and accumulafcors of materials, 
the proud and melancholy Titans struggling with civilisation 1 
England, ringed with iron and with the glitter of her waves 
upon her ; Germany ; France ; Bussia — and the flow of East 
and West, and the throes of womanhood and the future ; lo ! 
Spain — dark, proud, voiceless, biting her lips, with high 
white arm beckoning beckoning ! And you, too, ye mani- 
fold Stars and Stripes — imto what great destiny ! 

The peoples of the Earth ! the intertwining many- 
coloured streams ! 

China, gliding seemingly unobservant among the 
crowd, self-restrained, of her own soul fully possessed ; the 
resplendent-limbed Negro and half-caste (do you not see 
that old woman there with brow and nose and jaw dating 
conclusively back from far away Egypt ? ) ; the glitter-eyed 
caressing-handed Hindu, suave thoughtful Persian, and 
faithful Tiurk ; Mexico and the Red Indian (0 unconscious 
pleading eyes of the dying races !) ; Japan and the isles of the 
Pacific and the caravan wanderers and dwellers in the oases 
of Sahara. 

glancing eyes ! leaping shining waters 1 Do 
I not know that thou Democracy dost control and inspire, 
that thou, too, hast relations to these — and a certainty — 

As surely as Niagara has relations to Erie and 
Ontario 1 

XVII. 

Lo ! the spirit floats in the air. 
On his lips it kisses the young man from China, and 
the patient old man, and the spiritual faced boy ; 
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And on his lips the long-eyed Japanee ; and on his 
thick lips the Negro : 

Come ! 

And to the forlorn emigrant, to the old Irish woman 
with shrivelled brown anxious face and to her barefoot 
beautiful daughter^ and to the young fair-haired woman 
from Sweden : 

Come ! 

And to the Portuguese boy with shining teeth and 
smiling mouth, and to the long-haired Italian, and to the 
ruddy Scot ; 

And to the young Tamil boy holding up flowers and 
pouring his morning libation of water to the Sun, and to 
his grandmother superintending the household with quiet 
loving care ; and to the rows of Hindu villagers squatted by 
the water-tanks at early morning, bathing and chatting, and 
to the women their wives cleaning their brass glancing 
waterpots ; and to the noble Mahratta women, and to the 
beautiful almond-eyed women of Egypt, and to the shifty 
clever Eurasian, and to the stunted dweller by the sacred 
unfrozen lake of Thibet : 

Come ! — and to the wanderers lighting their camp- 
fires at the feet of the world-old statues at Thebes ; and to 
the sacred exiles on the march to Irkutsk; to the wild riders 
across the plains of Wallachia ; 

And to the sweet healthy-bodied English girl, and to 
the drink-marked prostitute, and to the convicted criminals, 
the diseased decrepit and destitute of all the Earth : 

Lo ! my children I give myself to you ; I stretch my 
arms ; on the lips each one in the name of all I kiss you : 
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Come ! And out of your clinging kisses, see ! I 
create a new world. 

XVII I. 

Who understands 1 

Who draws close as a little child ? 

Ah ! who is he who stands closest ? and has heard 
the word, himself, uttered out of the ground from between 
the clods ? 

Who is the wise statesman who walks hand in hand 
with his people, guiding and guided ? 

Who is the child of the people, moving joyous, 
liquid, free, among his equals, touching nearest the serene 
untampered facts of earth and sky ? 

Who is the poet whom love has made strong strong 
with all strength ? 

Ah ! who is he who says to the great good Mother : 
ding fasty mother, and Iiold me ; clasp iky fin^gers over my 
face and draw m>e to thee for ever. 
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XIX. 

The scene changes; the solid earth stretches once- 
more under our feet, never again to be forsaken. I pelt you 
with clods ! 

Each one a transparent miracle, competent with man 
and his vast-aspiring religions and civilisations^-do thej 
yield you only dirt ] 

Level wastes of sand and scrub; mudflats by the 
mouths of rivers; old dishevelled rocks and oozy snow; 
trickling slime-places and ponds and bogs and mangrove 
marshes and clattering shale-slopes and howling deserted 
ridges and heaps of broken glass and old bones and shoes 
and pots and pans in blind alleys and fogs along flat shores 
and crimes, betrayals, murders, thefts, respectability, bad 
smells by house doors, filthy smelling interiors of factories 
and drawing-rooms, eau de Cologne, gas, dirt, evil faces, 
drunkenness, cruelty to animals, and the cruelty of animals 
to each other 

This is the solid earth, never again to be forsaken — 
what does it yield you 1 

I am mad ! the lightning flashes on evil raw places. 
I stretch uneasily and tumble the towers of great cities with, 
my feet ; the volcanoes lurch and spill their molten liquor. 

1 hate those nearest to me, and am closed, captious 
and intolerant. I sweep a great space round me and sulk in 
the middle of it 
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Now Satan is my friend and vicious blood-spilling 
lusts and clenched teeth push the way for me to destruction. 
I dance in the flames and will claw every one in : take care 
bow you cross me ! 

Your talk of goodness I despise. To every con- 
ceivable and inconceivable Sin I hold out my hand. My 
touch blackens you. I crawl forth out of slime and worms 
and blink at the Sun. I press my way madly through the 
gallows-crowd to him who bears my reprieve held up on 
high. 

This is the Cross ; these are the eyes of Christ — ^and 
•of the boy who hangs about the railway station and fetches 
the cabmen's dinners for a few half-pence ; 

This is the Divine love which encloses and redeems 
all evil (Ah ! here is peace ! ) 

Flat curtains hang round me in every direction (as 
they hang round you), and behind them the live people go 
dancing and laughing : but we are not going to be baffled. 

Sex still goes first, and hands eyes mouth brain 
follow ; from the midst of belly and thighs radiate the know- 
ledge of self, religion, and immortality. 

XX. 

The clods fly thicker and thicker — ^grit and filth 
accumulate in the eyes and mouth — the devil and the 
worms dance around. 

The immortal worms make their obeisance to you, 
and the religious devil grins at you — they compliment you 
on your superiority. 
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The Earth is for you, and all that is therein — save 
what anyone else can grab ; and universal Love is for you — 
and to sleek yourself smoother than others in the glass ; and 
to fly on from world to world, leaving sweet odours behind 
you, and to get cleverer and cleverer and better and better 
as you go ; and to be generally superior ! 

How very nice ! the devil and the worms thank you 
for your kind invitation to accompany them; but regret 
that they are engaged. 

XXL 

This is poison ! do not touch it — the black brew of 
the cauldron out of which Democracy firks its homed and 
shameless head. 

disrespectable Democracy ! I love you. No white 
angelic spirit are you now, but a black and homed Ethio- 
pian — ^your great grinning lips and teeth and powerful brow 
and huge limbs please me well. 

Where you go about the garden there are great 
foot-marks and an uncanny smell ; the borders are trampled 
and I see where you Jbave lain and rolled in a great bed of 
lilies, bruising the sweetness from them. 

1 follow you far afield and into the untrodden woods,, 
and there remote from man you disclose yourself to me, 
goathoofed and sitting on a rock — as to the Athenian boy- 
runner of old. 

You fill me with visions, and when the night comes 
I see the forests upon your flanks and your horns among^ 
the stars. I climb upon you and fulfil my desire. 
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XXII. 

The heights heighten and the depths deepen ; from 
beneath the eyelids of man look forth new heavens and a 
new earth — the glitter of simlight upon the waves is there. 

Here underneath, the great lubricous roots grasp 
downward in darkness at the rocks; there the tall shaft 
shoots into air, and the leaves float poised in the sunshine — 
but the word conceals itself. 

Of the goat-legged God peering over the tops of the 
clouds at me ; of the wild creature running in the woods of 
whom the rabbits are not afraid ; of him who peeps his 
boms in at the windows of the churches, and the congrega< 
tion cross themselves and the parson saws his loudest; of 
the shameless lusty unpresentable pal ; of the despised one 
hobbling on hoofs — I dream ; 

Of the despised and rejected, arising with healing in 
his wings, of the sane sweet companion in the morning, of 
the Lover who neither adorns nor disguises himself — I 
dream. 

XXIII. 
Democracy, I shout for you ! 

Back ! Make me a space round me, you kid-gloved, 
rotten -breathed paralytic world, with miserable antics 
mimicking the appearance of life. 

England 1 for good or evil it is useless to attempt to 
conceal yourself — I know you too well. 
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I am the very deviL I will tear your veils off, your 
false shows and pride I will trail in the dust, — ^you shall be 
utterly naked before me, in your beauty and in your shame. 

For who better than I should know your rottenness, 
your self-deceit, your delusion, your hideous grinning corpse- 
chattering death-in-life business on top? (and who better 
than I the wonderful hidden sources of your strength 
beneath ?) 

Deceive yourself no longer. 

Do you think your smoothfaced respectability will 
save you? or that Cowardice carries a master-key of the 
universe in its pocket — scrambling miserably out of the 
ditch on the heads of those beneath it ? . 

Do you think that it is a fine thing to grind cheap 
goods out of the hard labour of ill-paid boys ? and do you 
imagine that all your Commerce, Shows, and Manufactures 
are anything at all compared with the bodies and souls of 
these ? 

Do you suppose I have not heard your talk about 
Morality and Religion and set it face to face in my soul to 
the instinct of one clean naked unashamed Man ? or that I 
have not seen your coteries of elegant and learned people 
put to rout by the innocent speech of a child, and the appa- 
rition of a mother suckling her own babe ! 

Do you think that there ever was or could be Infi- 
delity greater than this ? 

Do you grab interest on Money and lose all interest 
in Life ? Do you found a huge system of national Credit on 
absolute personal Distrust ? Do you batten like a ghoul on 
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the dead corpses of animals, and then expect to be of a 
cheerful disposition] Do you put the loving beasts to 
torture as a means of promoting your own health and 
happiness? Do you, foolishest one, fancy to bind men 
together by Laws, (of all ideas the most laughable !) and set 
whole tribes of unbelievers at work year after year patch- 
ing that rotten net ? Do you live continually farther and 
farther from Nature, till you actually doubt if there be any 
natural life, or any avenging instinct in the dumb elements ? 
— ^And then do you wonder that your own Life is slowly 
ebbing — ^that you have lost all gladness and faith ? 

I do not a bit. I am disgusted with you, and will 
not cease till I have absolutely floored you. I do not care : 
you may struggle ; but I am the stronger. 

Ah, England ! Have I not seen, do I not see now, 
plain as day, through thy midst the genius of thy true 
life wandering — he who can indeed, who can alone, save 
thee — 

Seeking thy soul, thy real life, out of so much rubbish 
to disentangle ? 

Plaintive the Divine Child haply a moment by some 
cottage door, or by the side of some mechanic at his loom, 
lingering, passes on ; 

Through the great magnificent land, through its 
parks and country palaces and bewildering splendours of 
the resorts of wealth and learning, shy and plaintive, 
passes : 

Is there no hand held out ? 
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Do not the learned people know him? Have the 
wealthy nothing to give 1 Will not the philanthropic reach 
a hand to this one ? 

The guides are all talking. They are settling the 
affairs of the universe. [They never cease.] 

They have not settled yet which way to go them- 
selves : how shall they give help to an ignorant child ? 

They are busy moreover distributing money and 
pamphlets : and surely nothing more can be needed. 

They are very busy. They are worn out and rest 
notw Their faces are without sleep. 

Nevertheless they go on. Was it said that any 
man could be contented 1 It is a lie j — or happy 1 It is 
mere foolishness. These things are the dreams of youthful 
ignorance. 

The affairs of the universe and the continual fluctua- 
tions of the Stock Exchange are too great an anxiety. 

Meanwhile the old woman was staggering homeward 
under a load of sticks — but none ofiered to relieve her of 
her burden. But indeed when you think of it, how could 
they % for it would have spoiled their clothes. 

The poor boy was taken with a fit upon the doorstep, 
but it was best not to take him all dirty and slavering into 
the nicely carpeted house ! 

The criminal had sufiered shipwreck in life and was 
dcEierted ; but of course it would not have done to be seen 
consorting with him. 
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happy happy guides ! to whom such mighty issues 
are confided ! 

Happy happy Child ! who need not stay to hear the 
end of their talk ! whom I saw, in vision, silent and musing 
within itself, pass away from among those people. 

XXIV. 

Will you continually deny yourself, youl Will 
you for ever turn aside 1 These are not the times, 
remember, of canary birds — when the thunder growls along 
the horizon. 

England, do I not know thee 1 — as in a nightmare 
strangled, tied and bound — 

Thy poverty — when through thy filthy courts from 
tangles of matted hair gaunt women with venomous faces 
look upon me, 

When I see the thin joyless faces of their children, 
and the brick walls scarcely recognisable as brick for dirt, 
and the broken windows — when I breathe the thick polluted 
air in which not even plants will live; when oaths and curses 
are yelled in my eaj*s, and the gibbering face of drink starts 
upon me at every comer ; 

When I turn from this and consider throughout the 
length and breadth of the land, not less but more hateful, 
the insane greed of Wealth — of which poverty and its evils 
are but the necessary obverse and counterpart ; 

When I see deadly respectability sitting at its dinner 
table, quaffing its wine, and discussing the rise and fall of 
stocks; when I see the struggle, the fear, the envy, the 
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profound infidelity (so profound that it is almost unconscious 
of itself) in which the moneyed classes live ; 

When the faces of their children come to me pleading, 
pleading — every bit as much as the children of the city 
poor — pleading for one touch of nature — Of children who 
have been stuffed with lies all their lives, who have been 
told that they cannot do without this and that and a thousand 
things — all of which are wholly imnecessary, and a nuisance^ 
(as who should tell one that it were not safe to walk on the 
naked Earth, but only on ground embarrassed with straw and 
all manner of rubbish up to one's knees ;) 

Of children who have been taught to mix the nonsense 
manners and diarrhoea of drawing-rooms with their ideals of 
right and wrong — to despise manual labour and to reverence 
ridicule — to eat and drink and dress and sleep in unbelief 
and against all their natural instincts — and in all things to 
mingle the disgust of repletion with the very thought of 
pleasure — till their young judgments are confused and their 
instincts actually cease to be a guide to them ; 

Of strong healthy boys who positively believe they 

will starve unless they enter the hated professions held out 

to them ; 

When I see avenues of young girls and women, with 

sideway flopping heads, debarred from Work, debarred from 

natural Sexuality, weary to death with nothing to do ; (and 

this thy triumph, deadly respectability discussing stocks!) 

When I see, flickering around, miserable spectrums 

and nostrums of reform — mere wisps void of all body — 

philanthropic chatterboxes, [Nay, I do not hold with you ! 

what can your leagues committees pamphlets and zenana 
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missions be to me, if you give me nothing, not even the 

restoring sight of a wholesome skin 1 And if you kill me to 

death talking to me in a drawing-room, what are you going 

to do I should like to know to the unfortunate in hospital 1 — 

let us have those who give beauty and love and immortal 

strength and health silently out of themselves as the sky 

gives !] 

When I hear and see the droning and seesawing 

of pulpits ; when the vision of perfect vulgarity and common- 
placeness arises upon me— of society — and of that which 
arrogates to itself the sacred name of England ; 

Of exclusiveness, and of being in the swim; of the 
drivel of aristocratic connections ; of drawing-rooms and 
levees and the theory of animated clothespegs generally; 
of belonging to clubs and of giving pence to crossing-sweepers 
without apparently seeing them; of helplessly living in 
houses with people who feed you, dress you, clean you, and 
despise you ; of driving in carriages ; of being intellectual ; 
of prancing about and talking glibly on all subjects on the 
theory of setting things right — and leaving others to do the 
dirty work of the world ; of having read books by the score, 
and being yet unable to read a single page ; of writing, and 
yet ignorant how to sign your Name; of talking about 
political economy and politics and never having done a single 
day's labour in your life ; of being a magistrate or a judge 
and never havmg committed a common crime, or been in 
the position to commit one ; of being a parson and afraid to 
be seen toping with Christ in a public; a barrister and 
afraid to be seen in a third class carriage ; an officer and to 
walk with one of your own men ; 
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When I see the sea, spreading, of infidelity — of 
belief in externals — in money, big guns, laws, views, 
accomplishments, cheap goods — towncounoillors, cabinet 
ministers, M.P.'s, generals, judges, bishops — all alike ; 

When I look for help from the guides and see only 
a dead waste of aimless abject closeshaven shabby simpering 
flat pompous peaked punctilious faces : 

England, whither — strangled, tied and bound — 
whither, whither art thou come ? 

XXV. 

1 choke ! 

[Or should choke — did I not know very well I could 
tear all these bonds to pieces like withes of dry grass : did I 
not know too that these are after all in place as they are, 
nor could be better than they are : 

The natural sheath protecting the young bud — fitting 
close, stranglingly close, till the young thing gains a little 
more power, and then falling dry, useless, their work finished, 
to the ground.] 

Strangled, God ? Nay — the circle of gibbering faces 
draws closer, the droning noises become louder, the weight 
gets heavier, unbearable — One instant struggle ! and lo ! 

It is Over ! — daylight ! the sweet rain is falling and 
I hear the songs of the birds. 

Blessings and thanks for ever for the sweet rain; 
blessings for the fresh fresh air blowing, and the meadowB 
^Mmitable and the grass and the clouds ; 
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Blessings and thanks for you, you wild waters 
eternally flowing — come flowing, encroaching, over me, 
in my ears : I salute you who are pure and sweet, (ah ! what 
designs, what love, are hid within you ! ) 

I praise you for your faithfulness for ever. 

XXVI. 

To descend, first ; 

To feel downwards and downwards through this 
wretched maze of shams for the solid ground — to come close 
to the Earth itself and those that live in direct contact 
with it. 

To identify, to saturate yourself with these, their 
laws of being, their modes of life, their needs (the Earth's 
also), thoughts, temptations and aspirations ; 

This (is it not the eternal precept %) is the first thing 
— to dig downwards; afterwards the young shoot will 
ascend — and ascending easily part aside the overlying 
rubbish. 

These are not the times of canary birds — nor of 
trifling with art and philosophy and impertinent philanthropic 
schemes — ^this is the time of grown Men and Women : 

Of or among the people ; always living close to the 
earth and the people, and creating what they create, out of 
them. 

Young Men and Women, I (though not of myself 
alone) call you : the time is come. (Is not the sweet rain 
falling 1) 
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You — for whom the bitter cup and the sweet are 
so strangely mixed — (how strangely none but you can 
tell)— 

You — in whom divine strength is one with the utter- 
most weakness — 

In soberness of spirit, as to some long and patient 
task in death alone ending, I calL 

Strong in peace, strong in turmoil and conflict, 
strong in yourselves, undaunted, with large hearts, with 
large strong hands. 

Spreaders of health (better than any doctor) to 
individuals, to the diseased prostrate nation, sustainers of 
ridicule, clearers of the ground laden with the accumulated 
wreck and rubbish of centuries. 

Lovers of all handicrafts and of labour in the open 
air, confessed passionate lovers of your own sex, 

Arise ! 

Heroes of the enfranchisement of the body (latest 
and best gift long concealed from men), Arise ! 

As the North wind in summer runs over the world, 
making a clear light down to the very horizon — so is the 
world prepared for you. 

Come ! I too call you. I too have looked in your 
eyes, you of great faith and few words — you cannot 
escape, now. 

Under your eyelids I have seen, shy, hidden away, 
pure without taint, one with the fresh air to sweeten all the 
world — ^lo ! the greatest faith of all. 
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You sacred ones, first interpreters, you holders up of 
new ideals, you greatest and least, 

You who are and by your mere presence create 
Democracy — ^Arise ! 

Thou Woman, gentlebom and sensitive, yet incapable 
of being shocked or disgusted — ^Arise ! 

Thou one strong Man in love sufficient, out of the 
heart of the people — ^Arise ! 

XXVII. 

Heroes, lovers, judges ; despised, outcast, ridiculed ; 
princes and kings and destitute; drudges and slaves; 
mothers, free women and feminine neuters ; actors, parsons, 
squires, capitalists, rich dinners, fine houses (it is all the 
same : I go back upon my own words), the parks and the 
opera; unobtrusive, unguessed, day by day, and year by 
year; talking loud, talking soft, in the fashion, and out; 
dreaming of duty, love, release, nature, organisation, hatred, 
death ; ascetic, lusty, genial, maimed, incoherent, proud ; 
by tradition military, money-broking, official, commercial, 
idle, literary, church, chapel and club ; in all forms and in 
all places; weary yet unwearied; before dawn rising and 
through the window peering at the untroubled sky; weak 
yet indomitable ; suffering yet filled with exceeding joy — 

Age after age, under the Earth, hidden, the womb of 
the dead generations arising to life again, myriads of seeds, 
chrysalids, pupse, cysts, rootlets, transparent white bulbs 
of souls in Hades, by &ith working many miracles ; thrills 
of magnetism through the whole vast frame, summer heat 
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and winter cold and the kiss of the living air; death 
and decay and weakness and prostration and poisonous 
inbreaths, and nearer nearer nearer nearer life and joj 
everlasting. 

Through the city crowd pushing wrestling shoulder- 
ing, against the tide, face after face, breath of liquor, money- 
grubbing eye, infidel skin, shouts, threats, greetings, smiles,, 
eyes and breasts of love, breathless, clutches of lust, limbs, 
bodies, torrents, bursts, savage onslaughts, tears, entreaties^ 
tremblings, stranglings, suicidal, the sky, the houses, surges 
and crests of waves, white faces from afar bearing down 
nearer nearer, almost touching, and glances unforgotten and 
meant to be unforgotten. 

XXVIII. 
I do not forget you : I see you quite plainly. 

Tangles of social claims, convenances, toy-duties, fine 
8ofb-carpeted house, array of servants, failing and failing 
health, growing and settled sadness, ennui, wearisome 
pleasures, hyper-sensitiveness. 

Golden hand-cuffs, the prison life of Custom without 

* 

one touch of nature, desperate beating of wings and breast 
against the bars, trailing slime and winding web of lies 
impossible to escape from. 

Careful obediences ; sleek hat and well brushed coat ; 
blameless deference to public opinion ; the desk, the counter, 
the Exchange, the walk home, the favourable comments of 
passers-by ; 



TOWARDS DEMOCRACY. 36 

And within, blinding burning hatred, bottomless 
yawning pits opening in the midst of life — of love, of 
jealousy, of desire — vast gales and whirlwinds carrying away 
the superstructure and the plans of years. 

Waves and storms of the ocean within ; shipwreck 
and disaster of life ; fortune, health, honour, love, gone down 
seeming irretrievably in the great signless waste ; and still 
the stars shining calm on the flying spray, and the immense 
placid heaven unmoved going back to innumerable other 
worlds and radiant birth-places and pilgrimages and 
possessions of the Soul without end. 

XXIX. 

I do not forget you. I see you quite plainly. 

But why should one God leave his throne to scrape 
fJEivours at the feet of other Gods 1 

Surely it is enough to be here — and always to be 
Here. 

I weave these words about myself to form a seamless 
web without beginning or ending (the end is just as good to 
begin at as the beginning, and the middle as either). I do 
not spin a yam for you to reel off at your leisure ; nor do I 
pour out water into pots. And for the rest I am tired of 
this endless nonsense-reading and writing, and will have no 
more of it — nor of baked eyes and bread-crumb twitching 
fingers. 
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This is one of my bodies — of the female — ^which if 
you penetrate with true sexual power, clinging it shall con- 
ceive, and you shall know me in part — ^by the answer of the 
eyes of children, yours and mine, looking up from the grass 
and down from the sky upon you as you walk* 

And if you understand me I will draw you away 
from all sorrow — so that no evil can happen to you. Not at 
first will it be so, but afterwards, after a time. 

XXX. 

You cannot escape me (and this place of my Presence 
I will never leave till I have saturated myself, till the waves 
of my love have travelled over the whole vast ocean of 
existence from where I stand) — 

The horse galloping over the plains cannot escape 
the plains it gallops over ; 

Leagues and leagues out in the sunlight I lie, the 
winds of heaven blow over me — I desire nothing more, I am 
perfectly content. 

Yes, you cannot escape me. 

At night I creep down and lie close in the great 
city — ^there I am at home — ^hours and hours I lie stretched 
there ; the feet go to and fro, to and fro, beside and 
over ma 

Oaths and curses and obscene jokes ; the group of 
laughing men and girls tumbling out of the door of the 
beershop, the haggard old woman under the flaring gas-jet 
by the butcher's stall (the butcher sometimes gives her a 
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bit of waste meat in charity), the butcher himself with his 
smooth grisled hair and florid face — you cannot escape me. 

You, soaring yearning face of youth threading the 
noisy crowd, though you soar to the stars you cannot 
escape me. 

I remain where I am. I make no effort. Wherever 
you go it is the same to me : I am there already. 

The murmuring of many voices is in my ears. As I 
lie on my side hour after hour the drowse of myriads of feet 
is upon me. 

Hour after hour, hour after hour, — and I sleep, well 
content. 

XXXL 

Closer and closer will I come, till I lay hold of you — 
myself and none other. 

As one grasps a drowning man with a grasp that will 
not be relaxed, so will I grasp you — you shall not escape me. 

Ah ! Death — and Hell with thy gaping jaws — into 
thee at length I am curious to descend ; curious am I to go 
where the old empty masks of Fear and Disaster are kept, 
and to see where they hang — hereafter useless for ever. 

XXXII. 

Are you laughed at, are you scorned 1 Do they gaze 
at you and giggle to each other as you pass by ? Do they 
despise you because you are mis-shapen, because you are 
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I 

awkward, because you are peculiar, because you fail in 
everything you do — and you know it is true % 

Do you go to your chamber and hide yourself and 
think that no one thinks of you, or when they do only with 
contempt 1 — 

My child, there is One that not only thinks of you, 
but who cannot get on at all without you. 

Are you alone in the world ? 

Have you sinned 1 have you a terrible secret within 
you which must out, yet you dare not reveal it 1 

Have you a face so disfigured that no one will look 
straight in your eyes ? 

Have you a mortal disease ? do you feel the beating 
pulse of it in the dead of the night 1 At midday when the 
passers by go to and fro in the bright sunshine, do you feel 
the shadowy call of it to another world 1 

Are you tormented with inordinate clutching lusts 
which you dare not speak 1 are you nearly mad with the 
sting of them, and nearly mad with terror lest they should 
betray you ? 

My child, there is One who imderstands perfectly. 
There is nothing betrayed, and there is nothing to betray. 

It is all straightforward. 

There is no fraction of your days, your body, your 
thoughts, your passions, which has not deliberately and 
calmly been prepared — and which shall not deliberately 
and calmly be removed again when it has played its part. 
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There is no prejudice here, or weakness or self- 
righteousness, nor any apartness at all ; 

You are included, and all that is done and felt by 
you is done and felt at the same instant by not you : 

Whatever you are and whatever you do, there is 
One who will and does look you candidly in the face and 
understands you. 

You may recoil from that gaze ; but if you learn to 
encounter and return* it (whether in one or many lifetimes) 
you will see that from it at length all secret terrors, shams, 
disfigurements, death itself, vanish away ; 

And you will not only not be alone in the world, 
but you will be a sovereign lord over the world. 

XXXIII. 

Apart 'from all evil — from all that seems to you 
evil — ^your Soul, my friend, that towards which you aspire, 
which will become you one day — ^your true Self — rides — 

Above your phantasmal self continually. 

Do not fear : it is there. 

Through all the baffling and confusion, through all 
the seeming haphazard and labyrinth darkness of life, it is 
there — overseeing; quietly selecting, directing, ordaining. 
It id lord of all. 

If there were chance, it were evil : but there is not. 
The soul surrounds chance and takes it captive ; 

And all experience —what you call good and what 
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you call evil, alike — ^it takes and greedily absorbs, nor ever 
can have enough. 

Are you not sometimes aware of your own body 
how it goes about, moving hither and thither % are you not 
aware of it in the street among others, exchanging greetings 
(and those who exchange the greetings absolutely equal 
before you) 1 

Are you not aware of it at night, lying awake, 
perhaps in pain ? Are you not aware of it wandering over 
the hills at simrise, or out at sea — in the agonised white 
faces of the people on board — and the ship is foundering ? 

Are you not aware of it North and South, East and 
West, by day and night, in winter and in sunmier, in child- 
hood and in age, gathering, culling, assimilating without 
end, and with unerring instinct ? 

And You, all the time— YOU 1 

What ? — Like some great Egyptian King-God, seated, 
marble, with wide eyes looking out over the procession, 
chariots and horsemen, which creeps past in its honour — 
over them to the plains and the winding river. 

Do not fear ; do not be discouraged by the tiny inso- 
lences of people. For yourself be only careful that you are true. 

The dreams of the dark-faced yearning swift-souled 
Egyptians, conceiving into stone eternal types of calm 
passion, the dreams of Phidias, the dreams of the dreamers 
of all the earth falling passionate before the visionary 
beauty of womanhood and manhood — ^Are true. 
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The dust, the wretched blur and distortion are but 
for a moment. They are no more than they are. When 
you shall behold yourself in the clean mirror of God you 
shall be wholly satisfied. 

The body is a root of the soul. As the body in air, 
so the soul sustains itself in love. 

The medium in which the Knowledge of Yourself 
subsists is EquaHty. When you have penetrated into that 
medium (as the young shoot penetrates into the sunlight) 
you shall know that it is so — ^you shall realise Yourself — 
but not till then. 

Hereafter the face of Nature, the faces of the sea and 
the fields, the faces of the animals — ^hereafter the faces of 
them that pass in the street — are changed. 

Nothing escapes, the line* is cast over them all, they 
cannot choose but yield themselves — ^to you, my friend — 
delivering the essence of their life to you. 

Hereafter certain things, all-important before, become 
indifferent ; certain thoughts with which you had tormented 
yourself torment you no longer : the chains fall off. On the 
other hand the ways which were forbidden and inaccessible 
become accessible— on all hands the jioors lie open to your 
touch. 

XXXIV. 

Wonderful! The doors that were closed lie open. 
Yet how alight a thing it is. 
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The upturning of a palm? the curve of a lip, an 
eyelid 1 Nothing. 

Nothing that can be seen with the mortal eye or 
heard by the ear, nothing that can be thought, spoken, or 
written in a book — 

Tet the doors that were treble-bolted and barred, 
and the doors weed-overgrown and with rusty old hinges, 

Fly open of themselves. 

XXXV. 

Did you once desire to shine among your peers — or 
did you shrink from the knowledge of your own defect in 
the midst of them 1 

Did you, Mend, covet so to be more beautiful, witty, 
virtuous — ^to be able to tell a story or sustain an argument 
well, or to be able to discourse on any subject, or to be a 
skilful rider or a good shot.- 

Or shrank from the ridicule which the reverse of 
these excited — which was certain and is still certain to come 
upon you % 

Was it really your own anxious face you used to keep 
catching in the glass 9 was it really you who had so many 
/things, one way or another, you wanted to conceal from 
others — so many opinions too to disguise % 

All that is changed now. 

But what if your prayers had been granted ? What 
if you had become exceptional and had secured for yourself 
a place with the strong and the gifted and the beautiful % 
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What if when you arrived the eyes of all had been 
turned upon you ; and when you had passed by— one by 
one, sad, thoughtful, depressed, the weak more conscious of 
his or her weakness, the stupid more conscious of stupidity, 
the deformed more painfully conscious of his or her 
deformity, to their solitary chambers they had gone apart 
and prayed they had never been bom 1 

What if you had taken advantage of the weak and 
defenceless and oppressed of the whole Earth — and had 
bartered away belief in the Soul standing omnipotent in the 
most despised things % 

What if you had gladly disguised and covered your 
own defect, allowing thus the ignorant ridicule of the world 
to fell more heavily on those who could not or would not 
act a lie % 

What if you had been a rank deserter, a cowardly 
slave, taking refuge always with the stronger side 1 

Ah ! what if to one weary traveller in the world, in 
the steep path painfully mounting, you making it steeper 
still had added the final stone of stumbling and despair % 

Better to be effaced, crazy, criminal, deformed^ 
degraded. 

Better instead of the steep to be the most dull flat 
and commonplace road. 

Better to go clean underfoot of all weak and despised 
persons — so that they shall not even notice that you are 
there ; 

None so rude and uneducated but you shall go 
underfoot of them, none so criminal but you shall when the 
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occasion serves go underfoot of them, hone so outcast but 
they shall pass along you and not even notice that you are 
there. 

XXXVL 

The undistinguished old Earth ! the dusty clods ! 

The mere brown handfuls crumbled through the 
fingers, out of which proceed the trees and the grasses and 
the animals roaming through them, and man with his vast- 
aspiring religions and civilisations. 

The common and universal ; 

The servant girl tying up her hair before the broken 
mirror hung from a nail in the wall ; the daisy child-face 
looking up at you from the side of the path as you pass ; 
the slow himiour of old gaffers on the village seat in the 
sun. 

These contain you. With all your ambitions you 
cannot escape and go beyond these. It is impossible. 

The bride attiring herself in her white veil, the 
brilliant and admired wit of the salons, the mathematician 
in his study, cannot go beyond these. 

Any more than the earth can go beyond and fly out 
of space. It is impossible ; it is imthinkable. 

Far around and beyond whatever is exceptional and 
illustrious in human life stretches that which is average and 
unperceived ; 

All distinctions, all attainments, all signal beauty, 
skill, wit, and whatever a man can exhibit in himself, swim 
and are lost in that great ocean. 
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The subtle learning of the learned^ the beauty of the 
exceptionally beautiful, the wit of the witty, the fine man- 
ners and customs of the courtly — all these things proceed 
immediately out of the common and undistinguished people 
and those who stand in direct contact with Nature, and 
return into them again. 

The course of all is the same : they are tossed up 
thinner and thinner, into mere spray at last — ^like a wave 
from the breast of the Ocean — and fall back again. 

You try to set yourself apart from the vulgar. It is 
in vain. In that instant vulgarity attaches itself to you. 

If it did not, you would cease to exist. 

XXXVII. 

Gold is not finer than lead, nor lead than gold; 
(every atom of each has its own life movement intelligence, 
and ridicules epithets.) 

The stars are not more human to the soul than is the 
deep background of Night behind them. And what would 
the shoal of merry leaping children playing there in the sun 
be without the mother-love in which they swim all the while 
as in an ocean % 

To be Yourself — to have measureless Trust; to enjoy 
all, to possess nothing, to go underfoot. 

That which you have, your skill, your strength, your 
knack of pleasant thoughts — they belong to alL It is a fact, 
and they looking on you know it. 

That which you have not, your scornful defects. 
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jour dumbnesses, your aches and pains and silent hours of 
STiffering, to imderstand that you can give of them too, 
inexhaustible store — as the old brown earth gives out of her 
heart, to men ; and she knows it^ but they do not know it. 

To walk along the path which has an equal good on 
either hand : to give the sign of equality : 

To entertain no possible fear or doubt about the 
upshot of things — to be Yourself, to have measureless Trust: 

Perhaps that is best of all. 

XXXVIII. 

Curious how much — and the disentangling of self — 
depends upon Ideals ! 

Who is this, for instance, easy with open shirt, and 
brown neck and face — the whites of his eyes just seen in the 
sultry twilight — through the city garden swinging? 

The fountain plashes cool in its basin, and mixes its 
murmur with the sound of feet going to and fro upon 
gravelled walks. 

The massed foliage above catches the evening light, 
catches the rising wind, and sways like the sea on a calm 
day ; the voices of children are heard — but who is this 1 

[Who anyhow is he that is simple and free and 
without afterthought 1 Who passes among his fellows 
without constraint and without encroachment, without 
embarrassment and without grimaces 1 and does not act 
from motives ? 
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Who is ignorant or careless of what is termed 
politeness ? who mak'es life wherever he goes desirahle, and 
removes stumbling-blocks instead of creating them ?] 

Grave and strong and untamed, 

This is the clear-browed imconstrained tender face, 
with full lips and bearded chin, this is the regardless defiant 
face I love and trust ; 

Which I came out to see, and having seen do not 
foiget. 

And not I alone. — 

See! on the little public roimd the fountain scat- 
tered^-on the seats lounging, or walking to and fro— the 
strange effect ! 

The dressed-up man 'of the world eyes him curiously — 
and does not forget ; 

The pale student eyes him : he envies his healthy 
face and unembarrassed manner ; 

The dehcate lady sees him well, though she does not 
seem to ; secretly now she loathes her bejewelled lord and 
desires piteously the touch of this man's muscular lithe sun- 
embrowned body ; 

The common people salute him as their equal and 
call him by his name ; the children know him : they run 
after him and catch him by the hand. 

Curious! how all the poetry, the formative life, of 
the scene — ^the rushing scent of the lime trees, the evening 
light, the swaying of the foliage, the rustle of feet below, 
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The yeanling threads of the fine lady's life — ^how the 
sympathy of the little puhlic by the fountain — all gathers 
round this figure. 

There was a time when the sympathy and the ideals 
of men gathered round other figures ; 

When the crowned king, or the priest in processiony 
or the knight errant, or the man of letters in his study, were 
the imaginative forms to which men clung ; 

But now before the easy homely garb and appearance 
of this man as he swings past in the evening, all these others 
fade and grow dim. They come back after all and cling to 
him; 

And this is one of the slowly imfolded meanings of 
Democracy. 

XXXIX. 

That word travels on — and shall travel on. 

A few centuries shall not exhaust the meanings of it» 
In you and me too, inevitably, its meanings wait their 
unfolding. 

No old laws, precedents, combinations of men or 
weapons, can retard it ; no new laws, schemes, combinations, 
discoveries, can hasten it ; but only the new births within 
the Soul, you and me. 

Sacred for this is the Day and sacred is the Night, 
sacred are Life and Death because, wonderful, of this ! 

When Yes has once been pronounced in that region, 
then the No of millions is nothing at all ; then fire, the 
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stake, death, ridicule, and bitter extermination, are of no 
avail whatever ; 

When the Ideal has once alighted, when it has looked 
forth from the windows with ever so passing a glance upon 
the Earth, then we may go in to supper, you and I, and 
take our ease — the rest will be seen to ; 

When a new desire has declared itself within the 
human heart, when a fresh plexus is forming among the 
nerves — then the revolutions of nations are already decided, 
and histories unwritten are written. 



XL. 

I charge you, traveller, that you disbelieve not — 
a voice comes in the cool of the evening : 

I charge you that in the secret unspoken word you 
disbelieve not, sacred, and the first almighty Thing, 

Moving among cities and over the open sea — advanc- 
ing to deliverance in u& 

Night and day, youth and old age, willing and 
unwilling — advancing to deliverance in us. 

Dumb and of no account, her beauty now and then 
only (and at night when no one is near) before the glass 
disrobing, trembling, lonely, unresponded — ^yet mightier 
than all the array and splendour of the Earth — I charge 
you that you do not disbelieve ! 

Outwards all proceeds ; Bramah from himself sheds 

and shreds the universes ; I from myself, you from yourself. 

To-day the slave goes first, in his chains, and the 
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voiceless, and those that are without arguments and always 
in the wrong ; 

And the prisoner with slouched head, and the sus- 
pected and insulted in rags, and those whose hearts bleed 
silently because of what they see ; 

And the old forsaken mother, and the cast-aside 
woman, and the child, and the favourless and the drunkard 
shall go first ; 

The mechanic to-day shall go before his master, the 
bricklayer shall be saluted in the street before the architect, 
the nawy shall be accounted more than the politician, and 
I will give the illiterate the advantage of those that read 
and write. 

The scouted and the exiled and the unheard o^ 
labourers in the fields and in mines, quarrymen and lime- 
kiluers and brickbumers and makers and cleaners of drains 
and household drudges, shall be nearest in honour: the 
burdened of every day, and the sufferers, the over-worked 
and hope-forlorn, and the concealers of sin and sorrow and 
despair, shall head the procession. 

And with them One (of whom I have spoken) moving 
unseen hither and thither — side by side first with one and 
then with another — ^shall resume and make all plain, shall be 
himself the beginning and ending of it all. 

XLI. 
When He descends, when He comes to take dominion — 
Do you think that anything else will dol do you 

think that he will perhaps be put off by offers sufficiently 

liberal, and arguments 1 
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Do you think that he will be deeply impressed by 
your grave How, how 1 and It cannot be 1 — or that he will 
ascend into your high houses and take his ease with you, 
and lounge smoking and looking wearily at the sky till he 
forgets what he has come fori 

Do you think he will pay great attention to your hat 
and boots, or to what they write before or after your name, 
or to what they say of you next door — or will ask what 
church you go to, or what conventicle or schism-shop, or 
enquire into the soundness of your investments ? 

Do you think he will drive about with you in your 
carriages dispensing charities like an Oriental prince— and 
occasionally even say a few words to the coachman — or that 
it will be pretence or mere kindly patronage if he prefers 
the coachman's company to yours ? 

Do you think that perhaps he will be very bland and 
gentle, and never be rude or coarsely dressed, and that he 
will be highly interpsted in what you tell him, and that he 
won't at a single look know all that ever you did 1 

Do you suppose that he will not know which is the 
top and which is the bottom of things, or that he will be 
impressed by your cleverness and smart repartees, or that 
he will reckon you up by the number of books you have readi 

Do not deceive yourself — ^for it is yourself that you 
are trying to deceive — ^not Him. 

XLII. 
The magistrate sits on the bench, but he does not 
exercise judgment ; the doctor dispenses medicine but has 
heard no tidings of what health is; the parson opens his 
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mouth, but no intelligible sound comes forth ; the merchant 
distributes evils just the same as goods. 

Do you suppose it is all for nothing that disbelief has 
gone out over the world ; that weariness has taken possession 
of the souls of the rich, and that fatal darkness enfolds the 
head of wealth and education ; 

That men disbelieve in the human heart and think 
that the source of power is set otherwhere than in its burning 
glowing depths: that the powers which they worship are 
but so many withered emblems of power — dead scorise 
nodding and jostling over the living lava-stream ? 

Do you suppose it is all for nothing that the eyes of 
brothers avoid in the street, and none sees what is before 
him; that the heel is upon the head, and Earth alone 
regards the faces of them that are oppressed — ^that the 
stones in the wintry fields are become confidants, and the 
groimd is sown with compressed thought, like seeds? 

[When yet there is peace over the world, as of the 
Sea swooning away into its hollows; and differences are 
sullen like rocks at ebb-tide, and brackish dismal mudflats 
lie between, and the sun stands motionless overhead, and 
Contempt trickles malarious, and Avoidance and Negation 
and Fear loom up against the sky, and men cling like rot- 
ting weeds about their bases, and the soul stifles for the 
swingeing life of the waves and the breath of the wind that 
blows from one end of the world to the other.] 

Do you suppose it means nothing that that which 
satisfied once satisfies now no more (not till the whole round 
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has been made), but unrest and hunger are eating through 
men's souls ? 

That a new need gone up is more than all precedent, 
and History shrivels before the will of one man ; that the 
pilgrimage has begun, and men are leaving their long-loved 
homes by thousands — and the tenderest-hearted are the first 
to sever the old ties ? 

That centuries of suffering have compressed thought 
and purpose into one — ^till they are harder than rock ; so 
that yoa shall remove mountains, but you shall not remove 
the word which has gone forth ? 

That expediency and logic expostulate in vain, and 
man has become wholly unreasonable, and is calm to drop 
utility into the bottomless pit; and the wise cover their 
lights, but the fools flash theirs and are whirled away — like 
fireflies in a thunderstorm 1 

Do you suppose it means nothing when the godlike 
Hand comes forth — the awful hand, sacred with the kisses 
of the generations of men ? 

When the hand of Necessity comes forth from the 
cloud and covers dark the faces of them who have never 
known it, turning them back from their ruin— but stands in 
the clear sky, beckoning bright, like a pillar of fire for weary 
fugitives ? 

When the awful vision moves across the sky, and the 
earth is electric under it — and the grass stands stiffly, and 
the blue thistle in the hedge is erect with meaning. 

And men are amorous for the naked stinging touch 
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of the world, and to wrestle limb to limb with the winds and 
the waves ; 

When poverty and hardship smile for their espousal, 
and fierce endurance is fused in one passion with love, and 
the glitter of concealment is torn away, and the loins are 
compressed and eyes aflame with lust. 

Towards that which shall surely be bom 1 

When Wealth is slowly and visibly putrefying and 
putrefying the old order of things ; 

When the surface test is final — the rainbow-coloured 
scum — and society rotting down beneath it ; a trick of 
clothing or speech, metallic chink in the pocket, white skin, 
soft hands, fawning and lying looks — everywhere the thrust 
of rejection, the bond of redemption nowhere ; the sacred 
gifts all violated, stale and profaned — men and women 
falling off from them listless, like satiated leeches ; 

When Labour is not loyal and true, nor the Labourers 
loyal and true to each other ; when a man has no pride in 
the creation of his hands, nor rejoices to make it perfect ; 
when machinery is perfectly organised and human souls are 
hopelessly disorganised ; 

Do you think all these things mean nothing ? 

XLIIL 

Ah, England ! Ah, beating beating heart ! 
No wonder you are weary ! weary of talk ! 
Weary seeking amid the scramble, amid the scramble 
of words and the scramble of wealth. 
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Amid the fashionable, the scientific, the artistic, the 
commercial, the political, the learned and literary scramble — 
weary, 

Seeking, seeking, seeking for a God ! 

As it ever was and will be - 

As a thief in the night, silently and where you least 
expect. 

Unlearned perhaps, without words, without argu- 
ments, without influential friends, or money — leaning on 
himself alone — 

Without accomplishments and graces, without any 
liniments for your old doubts, or recipes for constructing 
new theological or philosophical systems — 

With just the whole look of himself in his eyes — 

The Son of Man shall — ^yes, shall — appear in your 
midst. beating heart, your lover and your judge shall 
appear. 

He will not bring a new revelation ; he will not at 
first make any reply to the eager questions about death and 
immortality ; he will present no stainless perfection ; 

But he will do better : he will present something 
absolute, primal — the living rock — something necessary and 
at first hand — and men will cling to him therefore ; 

He will restore the true balance; he will not con- 
demn, but he will be absolute in himself ; 

He will be the terrible judge to whom every one will 
run; 

He will be the lover and the judge in one. 



56 TOWARDS DEMOCRACY, 



The Son of Man.— 

Ponder well these words. 

After all I cannot explain them : it is impossible to 
explain that which is itself initial and elementary. 

You will look a thousand times before you see that 
which you are looking for — it is so simple — 

Not science, O beating heart, nor theology, nor 
rappings, nor philanthropy, nor high acrobatic philosophy, 

But the Son — and so equally the Daughter — of Man. 

XLIV. 

I hear the sound of the whetting of scythes. 

The beautiful grass stands tall in the meadows, mixed 
with sorrel and buttercups ; the steamships move on across 
the sea, leaving trails of distant smoke. I see the tall white 
cliffs of Albion. 

I smell the smell of the newmown grass, the waft of 
the thought of Death — the white fleeces of the clouds move 
on in the everlasting blue — with the dashing and the spray 
of waves below. 

It comes and recedes again, and comes nearer — out 
of the waves and the tall white cliffs and the clouds and the 
grass. 

XLV. 

The towers of Westminster stand up by the river, 
and, within, the supposed rulers contend and argue, but 
they hear nothing. It comes to them last. 
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The long lines of princely mansions stretch through 
Belgravia and Kensington — closelipped, deaf, plaguestricken. 

Lines of carriages crowd the Park ; tier above tier at 
the Opera are faces and flowers ; there are clubs and literary 
cliques and entertainments, but of the voice of human joy, 
native once more in the world, there is scarcely a note. 

Over all the towns and villages of the land the 
fingers of the spires point dimib to the driving clouds. 

York Minster stands up like a watchtower in the 
rising sun, and from the midst of its Roman walls looks out 
over leagues of meadows and cornfields; Salisbury stands 
up, and Ely lonesome among its old-world fens; but they 
report nothing seen. 

From the Hoe at Plymouth the promenade loafers 
look down upon the decks of passing vessels ; the line of the 
breakwater stretches, and the wild sea beyond ; 

The convicts, thousands, motionless-faced, in yellow- 
dressed gangs dot the thinly grassed rocks and fortress walls 
of the Isle of Portland. 

Victoria, the Queen, peers from the high windows of 
Osborne back upon Portsmouth crowded with shipping, and 
the grass downs of the Island that lies behind it. 

The mail-steamers go to and fro, of Dover and Folke- 
stone, the passengers arrive from the Continent, idlers are 
watching the arrivals, and police officers in disguise — ^but 
they report nothing ; 

Winchelsea and Rye stand forgotten by the water, 
on rocks beaten now only by the waving meadows ; the old 
martello towers dot the long low shores. 

Down the Thames with the tide the great vessels 
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come swinging; St. Paul's looks out upon them, white, in 
far glimpses, over the great city; the sea-gulls dip and 
hover where the waters meet. The cutters of Yarmouth 
leave the river and make between the long sands for the 
open sea and the banks. 

XLVI. 

England spreads like a map below me. I see the 
mud-flats of the Wash striped with water at low tide, the 
embankments grown with mugwort and sea-asters, and 
Boston Stump and King's Lynn, and the squaresail brigs in 
the offing. 

Beachy Head stands up beautiful, with white walls 
and pinnacles, from its slopes of yellow poppy and bugloss ; 
the sea below creeps with a grey fog, the vessels pass and 
are folded out of sight within it. I hear their foghorns 
sounding. 

Flamborough Head stands up, dividing the waves. 
Up its steep gullies the fishermen haul their boats ; in its 
caves the waters make perpetual music. 

I see the rockbound coast of Anglesey with projecting 
ribs of wrecks; the hills of Wicklow are faintly outlined 
across the water. I ascend the mountains of Wales : the 
tarns and streams lie silver below me, the valleys are dark. 
Moel Siabod stands up beautiful, and Trifan and Cader Idris 
in the morning air. 

I descend the Wye, and pass through the ancient 
streets of Monmouth and of Bristol. I thread the feathery 
birch-haunted coombs of Somerset. 

I ascend the high points of the Cotswolds, and look 
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out over the rich vale of Gloucester to the Malvern hills, 
and see the old city clustering round its Church, and the 
broad waters of the Severn, and the distant towers of 
Berkeley Castle. 

The river-streams run on below me. The broad deep- 
bosomed Trent through rich meadows full of cattle, under 
tall shady trees runs on. I trace it to its birthplace in the 
hills. I see the Derbyshire Derwent darting in trout- 
haunted shallows over its stones. I taste and bathe in the 
clear brown moor-fed water. 

I see the sweet-breathed cottage homes and home- 
steads dotted for miles and miles and miles. It comes near 
to them. I enter the wheelwright's cottage by the angle of 
the river. The door stands open against the water, and 
catches its changing syllables all day long ; roses twine, and 
the smell of the woodyard comes in wafts. 

The Castle rock of Nottingham stands up bold over 
the Trent valley, the tall flagstaff waves its flag, the old 
market-place is full of town and country folk. The river 
goes on broadening seaward. I see where it runs beneath 
the great iron swing-bridges of railroads, there are canals 
connecting with it, and the sails of canal-boats gliding on a 
level with the meadows. 

The great sad colourless flood of the Humber stretches 
before me, the low-lying banks, the fog, the solitary vessels, 
the brackish marshes and the water-birds ; Hull stretches 
with its docks, vessels are unlading — bags of shell-fish, 
cargoes of oranges, timber, fish ; I see the flat lands beyond 
Hull, and the enormous flights of pewits. 
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The Thames runs down — with the sound of many 
voices. I hear the sound of the saw-mills and flour-mills of 
the Cotswolds, I can see racing boats and hear the shouts of 
partisans, villages bask in the sun below me ; Sonning and 
Maidenhead ; anglers and artists are hid in nooks among tall 
willow-herbs; I glide with tub and outrigger past flower- 
gardens, meadows, parks ; parties of laughing girls handle 
the oars and tiller-ropes ; Teddington, Twickenham, Kich- 
mond, Brentford glide past; I hear the songs, I hear 
Elizabethan echoes ; I come within sound of the roar of 
London. 

I see the woodland and rocky banks of the Tavy and 
the Tamar, and of the arrowy Dart. The Yorkshire Ouse 
winds sluggish below me ; afar off I catch the Sussex Ouse 
and the Ariin, breaking seaward through their gaps in the 
Downs ; I look down from the Cheshire moors upon the Dee. 

In their pride the beautiful cities of England stand 
up before me ; from the midst of her antique elms and lilac 
and laburnum haunted gardens the grey gateways and 
towers of Cambridge stand up ; ivy-grown Warwick peeps 
out of thick foliage ; I see Canterbury and Winchester and 
Chester, and Worcester proud by her river-side, and the 
ancient castles — York, and Lancaster looking out seaward, 
and Carlisle ; I see the glistening of carriage wheels and the 
sumptuous shine of miles of sea frontage at Brighton and 
Hastings and Scarborough; Clifton climbs to her heights 
over the Avon ; the ruins of Whitby Abbey are crusted with 
spray. 

I hear the ring of hammers in the ship-yards of 
Chatham and Portsmouth and Key ham, and look down 
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upon wildernesses of masts and dock-basins. I see the 
observatory at Greenwich and catch the pulses of star-taken 
time spreading in waves over the land. I see the delicate 
spider web of the telegraphs, and the rush of the traffic of 
the great main lines, North, West, and South. I see the 
solid flow of business men northward across London Bridge 
in the morning, and the ebb at evening. I see the eternal 
systole and diastole of exports and imports through the 
United Kingdom, and the armies of those who assist in the 
processes of secretion and assimilation — and the great 
markets. 

I explore the palaces of dukes — the parks and 
picture galleries — Chatsworth, Hardwicke, Arundel; and 
the numberless old Abbeys. I walk through the tall- * 
windowed hospitals and asylums of the great cities and 
hear chants caught up and wandering from ward to ward. 

I see aU over the land the beautiful centuries-grown 
villages and farmhouses nestling down among their trees ; 
the dear old lanes and footpaths and the great clean high- 
ways connecting; the fields, every one to the people known 
by its own name, and hedgerows and little straggling copses, 
and village greens ; I see the great sweeps of country, the 
rich wealds of Sussex and Kent, the orchards and deep lanes 
of Devon, the willow haimted flats of Huntingdon, Cam- 
bridge and South Lincolnshire ; Sherwood Forest and the 
New Forest, and the light pastures of the North and South 
Downs; the South and Midland and Eastern agricultural 
districts, the wild moorlands of the North and West, and 
the intermediate districts of coal and iron. 

The oval-shaped manufacturing heart of England 
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lies below me ; at night the clouds flicker in the lurid glare; 
I hear the sob and gasp of pumps and the solid beat of 
steam and tilt-hammers; I see streams of pale lilac and 
saffron-tinted fire. I see the swarthy Vulcan-reeking towns, 
the belching chimneys, the slums, the liquor-shops, chapels, 
dancing saloons, running grounds, and blameless remote 
villa residences. 

I see the huge warehouses of Manchester, the many- 
storied mills, the machinery, the great bale-laden drays, the 
magnificent horses ; I walk through the Liverpool Exchange; 
the brokers stand in knots ; the greetings, the frock- 
coats, the rosebuds; the handling and comparing of cotton 
samples. 

Leeds lies below me ; I hear the great bell ; I see 
the rush along Boar Lane and Briggate. I enter the hot 
machine shops, smelling of oil and wooldust. I see Sheffield, 
and the white dashing of her many streams, and the 
sulphurous black cloud going up to heaven in her midst. 

Newcastle I recognise, and her lofty bridge; and 
New Street and the Acropolis of Birmingham ; and I look 
out over the river gates of the Mersey. 

XLVII. 

I see a great land poised as in a dream — 

Waiting for the word by which it may live again. 

I see the stretched sleeping figure — ^waiting for the 
kiss and the re- awakening. 

I hear the bells pealing, and the crash of hammers, 
and see beautiful parks spread — as in toy show. 
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I see a great land waiting for its own people to come 
and take possession of it. 

XLVIII. 

The clouds fly overhead still, and the waves curdle in 
the blue beneath ; the smell of the newmown grass comes, 
and the tall white cliffs stand up. 

All depends upon a Word spoken. 

Do jou think perhaps that there is no answer 1 do 
you think that the high lighthouses looking out over the 
water, the sea itself careering beyond them, that the 
ploughed lands, and the rocks that are hewn into great 
cities are indifferent to who own, to who trespass upon 
them 1 that they are dumb, dead, and of no accoimt ? 

Do you think that they have nothing to say to all 
this, that they will not deliver themselves upon whom they 
choose, that they have it not in their power to bless and to 
curse, ah ! that they cannot repay love a hundredfold ? 

Do you not know that the streets, houses, public 
buildings of the city where you live, have tongues, arms, 
eyesi that they are on the watch? that the trees and 
streams around you are alive with answers, and that the 
common clay knows the tread of its true owner ? 

Do you think that England or any land will rise 
into life, will display her surpassing beauty, will pour out 
her love streams, to the touch of false owners — of people 
who finger banknotes, who make trafiic, buying and selling 
her, who own by force of titledeeds, laws, police — who yet 
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deny her, turning their backs upon her winds and her 
waves, and ashamed to touch her soil with their hands 1 

Do you think that she will arise to the call of these % 
do you not know how she yearns for the mastery of her 
true owners, how she leans herself backward, displaying 
her charms, inviting — ^breathing courage even into faint 
souls to know their manhood — ^to come upon her boldly, to 
let none stand between 1 

know well that it shall be. That the land they 
dwell on, that the Earth, for whatsoever people is worthy, 
shall become impossible to be separated from them — even 
in thought. 

Of those who are truly the People, they are jealous 
of their land ; the woods and the fields and the open sea are 
covered with their love — inseparable from life. 

Every hedgerow, every old lumb and coppice, the 
nature of the soils in every field and part of a field, the 
sufiGs, the bedrock, pastures, ploughlands and fallows ; the 
quarries and places of the best stone for roadmending, 
building, walling, roofing, draining ; the best stuff for 
mending footpaths ; the best water for miles round, and 
the taste and quality of the various wells and springs ; the 
clays for puddling and for brickbuming, the basseting out 
and dip of the beds; the cattle and live stock up and down, 
their various breeds, treatment and condition ; the parks, 
forests, streams, rivers, seacoasts, familiar by sunlight, 
moonlight, starlight, and on dark nights — every nook 
and comer of them ; the old trees and their histories, 
the waterside trees, and where pheasants frequently roost, 
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and the places for netting rabbits and hares, or for spearing 
trout by lantern light; or where the crab apple and the 
saw-edge fern and mountain flax and agrimony grow ; 

The haunts of the wild duck and snipe, the decoy of 
the corncrake, the nests of the storm-cock and the water- 
hen and the pewit; the legends told of old hollows and 
caves and crags ; the bold and beautiful headlands, the 
taste of the air upon them ; the old streets in the towns, 
and their histories, and the histories of the houses in them, 
and of those who lived in the houses ; the old villages and 
their traditions, customs, specialties; notorious characters, 
feasts and frolics ; 

The knowledge of the arts of sea and river fishing, 
oyster and scallop dredging, the trawl, the seine and the 
drift net, farming, fruit growing, timber growing, getting 
and dressing, canal making, sea walling, ship building, 
irrigation; the great crafts in stone, wood, iron— of the 
mason's, the smith's, the joiner's, the tool-maker's work — 
of the clean use of tools, of all faithful and perfect work, 
and the joy and majesty that comes of it — 

Everything that the land has — calls an answer in 
the breasts of the people, and quickly grows love for the use 
of those that live on it ; 

It is this love which alone constitutes a People, 
which alone creates nourishes and defends Nations — which 
aJone shall save England (as it has saved Ireland), which 
alone ultimately (of the very Earth) will create nourish and 
guard Humanity from decay. 

Between a great people and the earth springs a 

B 
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passionate attachment, lifelong — and the earth loyes indeed 
her children, broad-breasted, broad-browed, and talks with 
them night and day, storm and sunshine, summer and 
winter alike. 

[Here indeed is the key to the whole secret of 
education.] 

Owners and occupiers then fall into their places ; the 
trees wave proud and free upon the headlands; the little 
brooks run with a wonderful new music under the brambles 
and the grass. 

[Determined — is the word henceforth — to worship 
nothing, no ownership, which is unreal — no title-deeds, 
money-smells, respectabilities, authorities ; 

To be arrogant, unpersuadable, faithful, free — ^not 
unworthy of the trees waving upon the high tops and of the 
earth rolling through the starlit night.] 

Gk>vemment and laws and police then fall into their 
places (the Earth gives her own laws) ; Democracy just 
begins to open her eyes and peep ! and the rabble of unfaithful 
bishops, priests, generals, landlords, capitalists, lawyers, 
kings, queens, patronisers and polite idlers goes scuttling 
down into general oblivion. 

Faithfulness emerges, self-reliance, self-help, pas- 
sionate comradeship. 

Freedom emerges, the love of the land — the broad 
waters, the air, the undulating fields, the flow of cities 
and the people therein, their faces and the looks of them no 
less than the rush of the tides and the slow hardy growth 
of the oak and the tender herbage of spring and stiff clay 
and storms and transparent air. 
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All depends upon a word spoken or unspoken. 

The clouds fly overhead still, and the smell of 
the new-mown grass is wafted by. It comes and recedes 
again. 

I hear the awful syllable Change, and see all things, 
qualities, impersonations, gliding from the embraces of their 
own names ; but I hear beyond ; 

I hear beyond the sound of the hone and strickle, 
and look in the eyes of the Mower, under the shade of his 
broad straw hat. 

It comes and recedes again, and comes nearer. 
The little waves lip up against the great black ship, 
as she glides down river — 

sailor over the side, beware ! 

The ship itself, the rigging, the tidal river, the docks, 
the wharves, and long busy streets, and country beyond — 
the shows of life and death — 

Who makes and who unmakes them ? 

1 touch you lightly. I am the spray. 

I touch you that you remember, and forget not who 
you are. 

XLIX. 

I look upon him who makes all things. 
I sit at his feet in silence as he lights his pipe, and 
feel the careless resting of his fingers upon my neck. 
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I see the fire leaping in the grate ; I see the nodding 
of grasses and blackberry sprays in the hedge ; I hear the 
long fiurge and hush of the wind ; 

I hear his voice speaking to me. 

rivers and hills of Albion, clouds that sail from 
the Atlantic to the North Sea, and wrinkled old Abbeys and 
modem towers and streets of .heavily laden drays, 

Behind your masks I am aware of an imperceptible 
change : surely it must be the appearance of a Face. 



The word travels on. 

I have been on tramp, and my boots are dusty and 
hobnailed, and my clothes are torn : do not ask me into your 
house ; (God knows ; I might spoon my food with a knife !) 

Give me a penny on the doorstep and let me pass on. 
I have sat with you long, and loved you well, unknown to 
you, but now I go otherwhere. 



LI. 

The word travels on. 

Out of the mists of time, out of innumerable births, 
of endless journeys, transfigurements, lives, deaths, sorrows, 
emerging — ^my voice sounds to myself, to you, nearer than 
all thought — ^tentatively trying the first notes, wonderingly 
at its beauty, of the Song— strange word ! — of Joy. 
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To spread abroad over the earth — ^to be realised in 
time : Freedom to be realised in time, for which the whole 
of History has been a struggle and a preparation. 

The dream of the soul's slow disentanglement. 

[0 blessed is he that has passed away ! 

Blessed, alive or dead, whom the bitter taunts of 
existence reach not — nor betrayals protruded from dear faces, 
nor weariness nor cold nor pain— dwelling in heaven, and 
looking forth in peace upon the world. 

Blessed, thrice blessed, by day, by night ! Blessed 
who sleeps with him, blessed who eats iKdks talks, blessed * 
who labours in the field beside him ; blessed whoever, though 
he be dead, shall know him to be eternally near.] 

I am the poet of hitherto unuttered joy. 

A little bird told me the secret in the night, and 
henceforth I go about seeking to whom to whisper it. 

I see the heavens laughing, I discern the half-hidden 
faces of the gods wherever I go, I see the transparent-opaque 
veil in which they hide themselves — ^yet I dare not say what 
I see — ^lest I should be locked up ! 

Children go dancing with me, and rude people are my 
companions. I trust them and they me. Day and night 
we are together and are content. 

To them what I would say is near ; yet is it in noth- 
ing that can be named, or in the giving or taking of any one 
thing ; but rather in all things. 

Laughter, laughter ! endless journey ! soul 
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exhaled through sufifering, arising free ! Little bird petrel 
through the stormy seas diving darting — thy boundless 
home — clouds and sunshine shattering ! Elf in thine 
own dark eyes gazing ! beckoner of companions, hasten- 
ing onward— winged spirit divine, girt round with laughter, 
laughter, laughter. 



TOWARDS DEMOCRACY. 71 



LII. 

I am come to be the interpreter of yourself to 
yourself; 

[Do I not stand behind the sun and moon, do I not 
wait behind the air that you breathe, for this ?] 

Bom beyond Maya I descend now after thirty-seven 
and thirty-eight years into materials. 

The dandelion by the path, and the pink buds of 
the sycamore, and the face of the sweep who comes to sweep 
your chimney, shall henceforth have a new meaning to you, 
(how do you know that I am not the chimney sweep ?) 

The nettles growing against the gate post, and the 
dry log on the grass where you stop and sit, the faithful 
tool that is in your hand and the sweat on your forehead, 
the sound of the dear old village band across far fields — 

These shall be for memorials between us, and I in 
them will surely draw towards you. 

And to you, when I am dead, they shall deliver the 
words which still I had not sense and courage to speak. 
Hear them. 

Where I was not faithful these shall be faithful to 
you ; where I was vain and silly these shall look you clear 
of all vanity and silliness ; where I was afraid to utter my 
thoughts dumb things shall utter for you words impossible 
to be misunderstood. 
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The sun shall shine, the clouds draw across the skj, 
the fire leap in the grate, the kettle boil — ^to purposes which 
you cannot fathom ; the simplest shall look you in the fiace 
to meanings ever profounder and profounder than all 
Thought. 

Behind them, behind the woven veil — accepting not 
rejecting my own vanities, cowardices, giving them also their 
due place — I too wait in silence — ^till the full-armed shall 
come to give me birth again. 

LIII. 

la silence I wait and accept all — the glare of mis* 
apprehension I accept — I sit at the fashionable dinner-table 
and accept what is brought to me. 

I am a painter on the house side, the sight of the 
distant landscape pleases me, and the scraps of conversa- 
tion caught from the street below. My back aches singling 
turnips through the long hot day ; my fingers freeze getting 
potatoes. 

I help the farmer drive his scared cattle home at 
midnight by the fitful flicker of lightning. I go mowing at 
early morning while the twilight creeps in the North East — 
I sleep in the hot hours — and mow again on into the 
night. 

I am a seeing unseen atom travelling with others 
through space or remaining centuries in one place ; again I 
resume a body and disclose myself. 

I am one of the people who spend their lives sitting 
on their haunches in drawing rooms and studies; I grow 
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gradually feebler and fretfoUer. I am a boy once more in 
tall hat and gloves walking wearily among crowds of well- 
dressed (hopelessly well-dressed) people, up and down a 
certain promenade. 

I enter the young prostitute's chamber, where he is 
arranging his photographs of fashionable beauties and 
favourite companions, and stay with him; we are at ease 
and understand each other. 

I dance at the village feast in the upper room of a 
public ; my partner shows me the steps and figures. The 
elderly harper, so noble and dignified, accompanies his son's 
fiddle — or goes round to collect the pence — ^but all the 
while his thoughts are with his only daughter in Australia. 

The wheel turns, but whatever it brings uppermost 
is welL 

LIV. 

I lie abed in illness and experience strange extensions 
of spirit. I am close to those afar off, and the present and 
near at hand are discounted. I spend nights of pain and 
loneliness. 

I dream of the beautiful life. I go down to the sea 
with fisher folk, and spend chill nights on the great deep 
under the stars ; the sun rises on faces round me of freedom 
and experience. I see everywhere the old simple occupa- 
tions — the making and mending of nets, the growing of flax 
and hemp, the tending of gardens, cattle — the old sweet 
excuses for existence, their meaning now partly understood — 
the faith that grows in the open air and out of all honest 
work till it surrounds and redeems the soul. 
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The blacksmith blows up his fire ; he listens for the 
«oimd of the great heat. He taps the glowing iron in 
advance of the blows of the striker, and turns it defUj with 
the tongs. 

The budder of roses bends among the low bushes ; 
with a quick motion he flirts out the wood and binds the 
bud on the wild stock. The wire-weaver sits at his loom, 
working the treadles with his feet and throwing the shuttle 
with his hands. 

The old coach-body maker stands at his bench, grey- 
haired, worn, thoughtful — the young apprentice comes down 
whistUng from the trimming shop to ask him a question. 

The sunlight streams in broad shafts through the 
chinks of the blinds into the carpenter's shop ; with grizzled 
beard and hair, and something of a stoop in his shoulders, 
the governor stands pencilling out a fresh job ; a tall young 
fellow sits astride of a door-style, cutting a mortise, and a 
dab of light on the floor sends a reflection up in his arch- 
bumoured face. 

The bathers in the late twilight, almost dark, advance 
naked under the trees by the waterside, five or six together, 
superb, unashamed, scarcely touching the ground. 

The budding pens of love scorch all over me — my 
skin is too tight, I am ready to burst through it — ^a flaming 
girdle is round my middle. Eyes, hair, lips, hands, waist, 
thighs — O naked mad tremors ; in the dark feeding pasturing 
flames! 

soul, spreading, spreading — impalpable sunlight 
behind the sunlight ! 
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The tall thin grey-beaxded man I meet daily in the 
street — ^with lined brow, silent, full of experience ; 

The stout matron in the greengrocer's shop, loqua- 
cious, clear-eyed, with clear indubitable voice ; 

The thick-thighed hot coarse-fleshed young brick- 
layer with the strap round his waist ; 

The young printer (but he has a wife and £unily at 
home) with large dreamy projecting eyes, going absent, 
miles away, over his work — ^thinking of Swedenborg and 
the dance of atoms and angels. 

The young woman at the refreshment bar^ her thick 
lightrcoloured hair, her well-formed features, and the bored 
look in her eyes as she returns the chaff of the carefully- 
dressed young man across the counter ; 

The military-looking official at the door of the 
hotel — ^the despondency of drink which he conceals beneath 
his loud-voiced smart exterior ; 

The ragged boy with rare intense eyes not to be 
misunderstood — in the midst of much dirt and ignorance 
the soul through suffering enfranchised, exhaled, — ^here too 
shining like the sunlight, redeeming, justifying all it 
lights on; 

The slut of a girl who has become a mother, the 
ready doubt among her neighbours who was the &,ther; the 
stupid loving way in which she crams the child to her 
breast — sitting on a stone by the fire-side utterly oblivious 
of opinion ; 

The good-natured fair-haired Titan at work in the 
fields; the little woman with large dark eyes who is so clever 
and managing among the poor, and with their children ; 
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The thin close-lipped friz-haired commercial traveller, 
unwearied, walking long distances to save railway or coaCh 
fare, well posted in all local information for fifty miles 
round; 

His wife, so comfortable and fore-thoughtfiil at 
home, so evil-tongued abroad, and the bevy of red-haired 
red-cheeked girls, well drilled in scrubbing and cooking, 
and not without a veneer of accomplishments ; 

The railway lamp-foreman, tall, strong, fleet of foot, 
with gentle voice — ^lover of the fields and flowers, going long 
walks Sundays or late evenings by moonlight — sending the 
balance of his earnings to support his aged father and 
mother ; 

The bright sunny girl-child with long beautiful hair 
(envied of the other children) and poignant blossoming lips 
and eyes ; 

The girl in the tobacconist's shop, her drooping 
lashes, her taper fingers, and provocative inimitable com- 
posure — and all the time her mother is incurably dying ; 

The hunch-backed cobbler, young, thwarted, think- 
ing incessantly of Jesus — ^praying night and day for the gift 
of preaching ; 

The drunken father reeling home in the rain across 
country — ^he has more than a mile to go — singing, cursing, 
tumbling hands and knees in the mire — his son following 
unbeknown at a little distance (he had been watching a long 
time for his father outside the beershop) ; the late moon 
rising on the strange scene, the hiccuped oaths of the old 
man through the silence of the night. 
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LV. 

Lo ! I touch you. 

Softly yearningly I touch you, and pass on — 
dreaming the dream of the soul's slow disentanglement. 

Sharp-cut, thin-lipped, sad, scholastic, plain-featured, 
unembarrassed, affectionate ; and you, beautiful careless 
boy ! and you, strange eternal anxious mother-face ! 

How shall I say what I have to say % How shall I 
speak the word which sums up all words that are spoken % 
How shall I speak that for which the moon and the stars 
and running waters and the imiverse itself subsist, to speak 
it % — ^which if it could be uttered in a word there were no 
need of all these things. 

Death, take me away. 

Take me away, kindly Death ; lead me forth, lead 
me through the entire universe. 

Let me pass; hold me back, I. say, no longer; for I 
am tired, I am sick, of talking — and I forebode other ways. 

For I would be the dust ; 

And I would be the silver rays of the moon and the 
stars, and the washing sound of the midnight sea ; 

And nourishing sweet air and running water, for the 
lips of them that I choose ; 
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To pass, to put on the invisible cap, to run round 
about the world, unseen. 

And I will be the plain ungamished facts of life, with 
continual nearnesses ; 

The train arriving at the station shall not be nearer 
or more solid ; nor the lifting and transporting of boxes and 
goods, nor the grasp of the handles to them that open and 
shut the doors. 

I will be the ground underfoot and the common 
clay; 

The ploughman shall turn me up with his plough- 
share among the roots of the twitch in the sweet-smelling 
furrow; 

The potter shall mould me, running his finger along 
my whirling edge (we will be faithful to one another, he 
and I); 

The bricklayer shall lay me : he shall tap me into 
place with the handle of his trowel ; 

And to him I will utter the word which with my lips. 
I have not spoken. 

LVI. 
I arise and pass. 

I am a spirit passing by, a light air on the hills saying 
imto you : In death there is peace. 

Out of all mortal suffering, out of the bruised and 
broken heart, out of tears, tears, — falling seen, falling 
inward and unseen— out of the withering flame of desire,, 
and out of all illusion. 
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My spirit exhaled — ^floats free — my brother and 
sister — for you — over the world eternally. 
[Joy, joy !] 

For you, too, beyond this visiblor— through the gates 
of mortal passion and suffering — for the exhaled spirit, 

For you too, beyond this broken dream, this bitter 
waking in tears, 

Something— how can I tell it ? — which I have seen, 
which I might perhaps give you ; and yet which I cannot 
give you, but in me waits also for you — how long ? 

Something that I have promised. I give you the 
token. Faithfully when you recognise and return it shall 
you have that you desire. 

I am the light air on the hills — deny me not ; my 
desire which was not satisfied is satisfied, and yet can never 
be satisfied. 

I pass and pass and pass. 

From the hills I creep down into the great city- 
fresh and pervading through all the streets I pass ; 

Him I touch, and her I touch, and you I touch — I 
can never be satisfied. 

I who desired one give myself to all. I who 
would be the Companion of one become the Companion 
of many. 

The lowest and who knows me not, him I know best 
and love best ; 

Him of the suffering heart I take ; my arms pass 
under his shoulders and under the hollow of his thighs ; his 
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arm lies around my neck, my lips yeam close to his — on my 
breast at length he slumbers peacefully and long. 

The blind and aged woman descends the steps leading 
to the basement of the tall London house ; the east wind 
blows bitter with dust along the street ; she feels along the 
wall, and for the door, and timidly knocks. I cannot see 
who opens the door but it is slammed immediately in her 
face. I take her by the hand and speak words to her, and 
her sightless eyes are as though they saw once more. 

Once I walked the world of rocks and grass, of space 
and time, of ambition and action, and could imagine no 
other — ^for I was in that one; now I roam through other 
fields and have the freedom of worlds innumerable, and am 
familiar where before was darkness and silence. 



LVII. 
I arise and pass. 

In her tall-windowed sitting room — alone— 

[The setting sun casts long shafts of light across 
the path and beneath the trees where knee-deep in grass a 
mUkwhite calf is browsing,] 

In her tall-windowed sitting room, with its antique 
pier-glasses and profuse handsome ornaments — ^alone — 

The old dowager sits. 

Her silver-grey hair lies smooth under a lace cap ; 
lace and silk are her dress, her thin fingers are well stocked 
with rings. 
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Lonely is the great house ; her old life and the voices 
of children have long passed away. She goes to the window 
to pass the time and through the glass looks out upon the 
still landscape ; after a while she turns and rings a bell — a 
tall young footman appears. 

Her voice is quiet and gentle as she gives her order, 
and flexible still with intelligence ; very taking with their 
old-fafihioned refinement are her manners ; 

But in a moment what she requires is there, and she 
is alone again — everything is done for her. 

Into her chair once more she resigns herself, to knit 
an antimacassar. 

Without, how peaceful the scene ! 

The crisp sound of browsing, the liquid blue-violet 
eyes of the white calf, her budding horns, her sweet breath, 
her muscular tongue encircling the tufts of grass, the 
impatient sideway thrust of the head with which she tears 
them, 

The fearlessness with which she gives her head to be 
caressed and hugged by the little girl just come down from 
the farm. 

The sun withdraws his rays : the many shadows are 
merged in one ; 

The sweet odour of the white campion comes floating, 
and of the wild roses in neighbouring hedgerows, and of the 
distant bean fields ; 

Twilight comes, and dusk comes, and the height of 
the sky lifts and lifts : 
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The last of the long daylight fades : 

Over the fields and by the hedgerows and along the 
sprawling suburban streets of London the last of the long 
daylight fades : 

Over the roof of the high opera-house — ^late grey and 
ghostly in contrast with the myriad twinkling lamps below — 
by those within unthought of — it fades : 

Where — amid a blaze of light and colour, elate, to 
her full height drawn, tier upon tier of faces, thousands of 
eyes confronting, and saturated with the excitement of the 
moment — every vein in her beautiful body bounding — 

The prima donna lifts clear and unfaltering in the 
finale her splendid voice, 

And retires amid a storm of flowers. 

The sower goes out to sow, alone in the morning — 
the early October morning so beautiful so calm. 

The flanks of the clods are creeping with thin vapour, 
and the little copse alongside the field is full of white trailing 
veils of it ; 

While now like a flood the rising yellow sunlight 
pours in, among the brambles and under the square oak- 
boughs, and splashes through in great streaks of light over 
the ploughed land. 

Beautiful is the morning. Alone over the field, to 
and fro, to and fro, with ample alternate band-sweep he goes. 
At every step, right and left, the grain broad-cast flies in a 
glittering shower. 
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With the Sun and the Earth for companions, with 
browned arms and face and dazzle-lidded eyes, thickbooted, 
untiring, all day the sower goes sowing — 

What in due time shall become daily bread in the 
mouths of thousands. 

The caravan has halted : it is the hour of prayer, 
the tents are already pitched ; 

On his carpet the old Sheikh kneels upright — his 
arms and eyes uplifted; above the living blue breathless 
miracle bends — ^the sky ! 

The others are round him with their faces buried in 
the sand — ^the camels are tethered a few paces off. 

His voice ascends. By the doors of the tents from 
the scanty fires just lighted three columns of smoke, 
perfectly straight, also ascend. 

That is all The smoke creeps upward and is lost 
continually in the blue ; his voice who prays creeps upward 
and is lost 

Around spreads, silent, with loose stones and a few 
weeds, the desert ; above, the sky. 

The Sky ! 

LVIIL 
I arise and pass. • 

After eighty years, having been once like the rest a 
little vacant-eyed child in his mother's arms — ^having 
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thence lived and toiled and enjoyed much hither and' 
thither over the earth; Now being very weary, and day 
after day and week aftet week growing more and more 
weary ; all all old interests refusing, for death longing — ^the 
old lawyer lies down to sleep. 

It is but for an hour or two. Death comes not yet. 
The leaves still tremble in the evening wind, the clouds in 
solemn transformation float on, voices of children call in the^ 
garden below. 

The last few miles — ^the old familiar country — the- 
well-known roads and garden-lands — ^yet no glance thereon. 

The strange immortal instinct pressing — the veiled 
figure always in front, beckoning. 

Now at this time the creatures of the forest to their 
lairs retiring await the approach of night; the great 
mountains stand in awe amid the hush of their own waters ; 
twilight fades and the stars once more appear. 

Deep under dead leaves in the wood or buried in the 
earth, the baby fly, white and unformed — the two dark 
specks which will be its eyes just appearing— in its oak- 
spangle cradle sleeps. With their mother plaited in a ball 
of dry grass, warm and soft, the yoimg fieldmice lie quiet, 
or chirrup nosing for their food. The pools of water are full 
of creatures that cannot rest ; to the starlit surface rising 
they spread wings and fly forth into the fields of air. In 
heaven whirled by resistless tradition and necessity 
descending from God knows when, Jupiter the great planet 
fiwims — and swathes itself wondrous in clouds — prophetic. 

Heaven bends above, the Earth opens disclosing 
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innumerable births beneath. He lies weary, slumbering for 
a moment. The pen, the desk, the half finished letter, are 
there ; the gas makes a slight singing noise overhead. 

Solid walls and stones grow transparent and pene- 
trable : the earth and all that is in it fade and recede to 
make room for the Traveller. 



LIX. 
I arise and pass. 

An imfinished house standing at the edge of a field is 
'burning — and the roof has caught first. 

One vast sheet of flame ascends spiral in the night, 
and casts its glare upon thousands of faces in the street and 
fields below. 

Lo ! the wonderful colours of the flame ! The pitchy 
night above ; the dazzling white and red mixed with the 
greens and blue-greens of the burning metals ; and the great 
twisted column of tawny smoke, with red sparkles flying on 
the wind. 

Lo ! the strange light cast upon the wall of full- 
foliaged elms; and far more wonderful than all, at their 
feet, the crowd of living faces — 

The mad pushing sweating crowd, the flushed eager 
faces — dominated all, controlled and riveted by that flaming 
:8ign. 
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Holy! holy! holy! 

Night and flame, night and flame, entering in ! enter- 
ing (0 arched wonder of many eyes I) through the visible 
into the invisible- 
Holy ! holy! holy! 

Night and flame entering in (and one with you^ 
treading softly through the myriad marvellous chambers) — 

To dwell ; to dwell for months, years ; to transfuse, 
enlarge, to touch with wonder, ardour, exultation ; to be 
remembered afterwards, years and years perhaps, upon his 
bed, by that child there : the jets of flame through the roof, 
the strange wreathing smoke, the solemn dark of the sky, 
the bravery of the firemen, the thrill of the falling timbers ; 
to mix with the yearnings of the growing lonely boy, to be a 
strange symbol burning in his heart ; to fire the slumbering 
train (in some compressed girl-soul) of adventurous resolve ; 
to mingle with the fears of motherhood ; 

At last to merge and become indistinguishable — in 
each one of these to merge, night and flame I — ^leaving out 
not one. 

Holy ! holy ! holy ! 

And lo ! the crowd still standing. 

And now out of all two alone. 

By the curbstone, in the forefi"ont of the crowd, a 
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man — a navvy — with his hands clasped in front of him on 
the breast of his little son ; 

The boy, timid, standing between his father's feet, 
pressing back against his legs, with his own little hands the 
great hands clasping ; 

The two, equal childlike, with parallel upward eyes 
by the flame riveted, 

Their rapt unconscious demeanour — the strong like- 
ness between them — 

And the meanings, apart, which the wonderful 
roaring gesticulating flame in the night signifies secretly to 
each* 

LX. 
I arise and pass. 

With struggles and strange exhausting birth-leapings, 
with long intervals of sleep, 

[When it is all over, with long long sweet sleep ;] 

With the unwashed wet of birth, of love, still upon 
me; 

With the clinging of the love of men and women, 
with the sweat of night-long companions, with the bruised 
sweetness of love; 

With sleep, sleep, with the wine of life and death, 
with kisses given and received, with the reaching of arms 
round neck and shoulder, and the answer of quiet eyes ; 

With nakedness unashamed, with divine comradeship, 
and laughter ; with the enclosing shadow of Death, far lost 
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in daring outposts on the verge of the Unknown; with 
soldiership and armour unremitted, exultant ; 

With childhood and the least trifle content; with 
eternal Newness; with perfected Carelessness; with night, 
day, rain, sun, winter, summer, morning, evening, solitude 
pain, pleasure, and the looking forth of innumerable 
faces ; 

With Chastity and Ascendancy ; with invulnerability 
and superhuman power; with Unchastity and Efiusion; 
with live clinging threads of love reaching down to the 
remotest time ; 

With the endless journey begun ; with trades by sea 
and land; simple food, coarse clothing, common features; 
with the breath of the common air, and the freemasonry of 
the old crafts all over the world ; 

Shaggy coat-shakings, revolts, rejections of accepted 
things, travels, disappearances, re-appearances, swoonings 
away, oblivions; arising again on earth, irresistible, to 
supreme mastery. 

To Savagery and the wild woods, with unfettered 
step ; to rocks and hanging branches ; to the dens of the 
animals, to wind and sun, blowing shining through, and I 
through them, to evade and arise ; 

With joy over the world, Democracy, bom again, 
into heaven, over the mountain-peaks and the seas in 
the unfathomable air, screaming, with shouts of joy, 
whirling the nations with her breath, into heaven arising 
and passing, 

I arise and pass — dreaming the dream of the soul's 
slow disentanglement. 
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LXI. 

Where you axe : 

Where the firelight flickers about your room, and 
the wind moans iji the window, and the railway whistle over 
suburban roofs sounds hollow through the night ; 

Where you sit alone, and your thoughts spread 
making a great space about you ; 

Where you go forth at early morning with your bass 
of trusty tools, and your shadow shoots long before you 
down the frosty sparkling road — ^where you return at evening 
weary and out of humour with your life, 

I dream the dream. 

Where you open yoiu* eyes u^n the world, and the 
beauty of it is upon you like the touch of beloved fingers ; 

Where the still flame bums in your soul, hidden away 
fix>m the lightest breath of curious mian ; — where the fire of 
<x>nsecration bums ; 

Tet the world closes in at last, and the lamp grows 
dim, and you lie like one half dead : of the bitter wounds 
of the &ces of men and the taunts of existence ; 

I dream the dream : I dream the dream of the soul's 
slow disentanglement. 

Where you bend ankle-deep in mud all day in the 
rice plantations for a few half-pence — and the sun sails on — 
slow, slow — over the steamy land ; 

Where you walk following the old employ, shep- 
herding the sheep in the sweet crisp air of the high lands ; 
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Where you stand pale and worn-eyed in the gloomy 
North amid the hot smell of machinery and the wicked 
scream of wheels ; where you stand adjusting the threads, 
making the same answering movement of the hand for the 
millionth time ; 

Where you lie wedged in under a coal seam, working 
by the light of a tallow dip stuck in clay ; or grind scythes 
all day, bending over, or race your wheel with the racing 
steel ; 

Where you sit high up on the fragrant mountains of 
Ceylon, with a great flood of moonlight at your feet, leaning 
your soul out over the balcony to the slow lifting and floating 
of palm-&onds in the exquisite breeze ; and memories come 
trooping back upon you like the clouds of blue butterflies 
that along your coasts — ^between the yellow sands and the 
sea — beat annually up against the wind ; 

Where you recline by your camp-fire in the African 
wild, watching the moonlight dances of the natives — ^the 
fantastic leaps of the dancer, the rhythmical hand-clapping 
of the spectators ; 

Where you drop down the river in the sun, past the 
dreaded mud-banks and wildernesses of mangroves ; 

I dream the dream. 

LXIL 

Where you sit in your armchair by the hearth, 
sleeping long and long ; where you wake to look back upon 
your life lying hushed below you — ^like one who looks back 
from the summit of a mountain ; 
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And the children that came to you in the morning 
have gone from you at evening dusk, 

And the lesson of unfulfilled loDging is yours, and of 
the inflow of immortality ; 

Where they go out over the earth, where the 
children of the universal mother go ; and the wind carries 
them over the sea, blowing them into all lands ; where they 
flow through the straits and narrows and over the great 
oceans of the earth, dwelling for nights together among the 
white leaping crests under the stars ; 

Where strange faces meet, under other-slanting suns, 
amid new scenes and colours ; 

Where light encounters dark, and in their meeting 
glance lie new social ideals and civilisations slimibering ; 

Where the mother of them all sits dreaming ; 

Where the young poet peers in by moonlight through 
the bars of the grave of Dante, and turns away with a silent 
prayer ; 

Where the artist with easel and palette sits swathed 
in coats upon a hillside watching the untroubled dawn ; 

Where the old Hindu feeling the approach of death 
leaves his family and retires to a hut in the jungle, there to 
spend his last days in prayer and solitude ; 

Where royalty dwells lonely in spacious chambers, 
or moves along corridors past scarlet-coated footmen ; 

Where young and old at eventide in the dreamy 
flicker of firelight sit silent, or go away wandering in 
thought after the brother, the son, and lover of their 
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dreams, following quickly softly with each and kissing the 
sacred footsteps through the dark ; 

Where the young mother prays for hours bending 
over the face of her sleeping child ; where the young man 
dreams all night of the face of his new>found friend and the 
kisses of his lips ; 

Where the river glides down by night past the great 
city broadening to the sea ; 

I dream the dream. 

The wind blows up fresh and cold where the waves 
are slapping against the jetty; red and green lights skim 
rapidly over the water ; 

The cold light of the half moon stands overhead, 
breaking its way through combed fleece clouds, the horizon 
stretches misty white like the edge of an ice-bound sea. 

The moon pushes her way for a moment through the 
clouds, to look down upon the stilled scene of human toil 
■and suffering ; the wind blows up keen against those wh^ 
still linger on the jetty ; 

Keenly it blows away over the waste sea, and wraps 
itself round a thousand solitary watchers of the deep. 

On the wind I ride, 

And dream the dream of the soul's slow disentangle- 
ment. 

LXIII. 

I have passed away, and entered the gate of heaven. 
I am absolved from all torment. All is well to me. 

A tiny infant am I once more, leaning out from my 
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mother's arms as one leans from a balcony. But the world 
hangs flat before me like a pamted curtain : the sun and 
the moon and men's faces are all alike. This is my dream. 
The sound of music comes calling to me, calling, calling. 
Listening I lean forward with open mouth and far-distant 
gaze, and am profoundly still. [Let who looks upon me see 
with his own eyes my dark soul's myriad re-awakening.] 

I am a wild cat crouching at night in the angle of a 
bough. I am Arjuna reasoning on the battle-field with 
Krishna — Gleaming the lessons of divine knowledge. I am 
a teacher scanning the faces of those who sit opposite to me. 
All is well 

I labour all day in the drizzle with pick and shovel ; 
the smell of fire I strike from the rock pleases me ; I return 
home tired and wet in the early dusk to my tea. 

I am one of a rustic party of actors ; in the old farm- 
parlour we rehearse our parts, with shouts of laughter. I 
go into the cowshed last thing at night with my la^em to 
see that all is well. 

I am a shepherd on the breezy hills ; the wholesome 
aromatic odours of the grass transfuse me ; my sheep graze 
on and on through the noonday ; I lie in the sun and think 
and speak of little besides ewes and tups. 

I stand in the chamber of Death and gaze upon the 
swathed larval Imaged — the solid world recedes around it ; 
through the just open window come the cries of hawkers 
and the creak of cart wheels. 

I laugh and chat with the other girls and women in 
the edge-tool warehouse ; I run home in the evening to my 
old mother and to prepare the dinners for next day. 
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The din of the riveting shop goes on round me ; I 
hate the bully red-faced master coming on his rounds — 
with his insulting voice — and answer him not : murderous 
thoughts haunt my mind. 

I plot with others to murder the captain on board 
ship. I am satisfied with the deed and experience no 
remorse. It is off the coast of China. I go ashore after- 
wards and spend the night at a sing-song shop. 

All is well. The least action as well as the greatest. 
The beautiful and the deformed are alike beautifuL I am 
happy now and not to-morrow, and am absolved from 
motives. 

On the northern-most point of Australia, decent in 
my single cowry-shell, I stand. The white man comes 
ashore in his boat from the great ship, and gives me some 
old hoq|hiron, and I give him a few wooden lances in 
return. 

I am a long-eyed Japanee. In the shadow of the 
sacred thicket I lie — where the great seated image of 
Buddha (hollow within for a shrine) breaks above me 
against the blue sky. The sharp shadows lie under his 
sleepy lids and soft mouth smiling inwardly. I see on his 
forehead the sacred wart and coiled hair, and from between, 
his feet the emblematic lotus springing. 

[All is well.] 

In the shadow of the thicket I lie spreading my 
fevered limbs to the cool breeze, bruising their imslaked 
passion against the stony earth — in the cool shadow I lie 
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and gaze at his face I know so well, and through the 
immortal calm of it the spirit of the Holy One steals upon 
me ; the fever of life departs. 

I stand near the door of my cottage, busy with the 
week's washing, thinking of my husband ; in the doorway 
to and fro my baby swings in the little seat he has made ; 
petulant soft wafts of spring air steal m, this warm 
February morning. I am very happy. 

I am very happy. By the door of my own little 
house at last I stand entranced. I look out upon the world 
and know not which way to go. 

world you have been very gentle to me ! Strangely 
as to the dead your beauty comes to me now. Little house 
-where I have lived so long, I thank you too : I know well 
that you are different from what you appear. 

Disembodied I cry, I cry, over the earth — I shake 
the sleepers in their tombs with unutterable joy. 

arise ! air and elements break forth into 
singing ! Great sea washing the shores of earth ! earth 
of countless tombs ! the hour of your disclosure is at hand ; 
the bounds of mortality at length are past ! 

1 arise and pass once more : I travel forth into all 
lands : nothing detains me any longer. By the ever 
beautiful coast-line of human life, in all climates and 
countries, wandering on, a stranger, unwearied, I meet the 
old faces : I come never away from home. 

I lift the latch of the cottage door, and the place I 
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love is laid for me for supper ; I depart', yet never to depart 
again. 

Laws and limitations fade, time and distance are no 
more, no bars can hold me, no chamber shut me in : on 
those that bear me to the grave I descend in peace. 

The arched doors of the eyebrows of innumerable 
multitudes open around me : new heavens I see, and th& 
earth made new because of thenu 

I will stop here then. I will not leave the earth 
after all. I am content and need go no farther. 

And was this, love, the cause of your so long- 
aching 9 

That you might have the adit, that you might enter 
in at last and be at rest ? 

LXIV. 

Slowly on You, too, the meanings — the light-sparkles 
on water, tufts of weed in winter — ^the least things — 
dandelion and groundsel. 

Have you seen the wild bees' nest in the field, the 
cells, the grubs, the transparent white baby bees, turning 
brown, hairy, the young bees beginning to fly, raking the 
moss down over the disturbed cells 1 the parasites 1 

Have you seen the face of your brother or sister ? 
have you seen the little robin hopping and peering under 
the bushes 1 have you seen the sun rise, or set ? I do not 
know — I do not think that I have. 
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When jour unquiet brain has ceased to spin its 
cobwebs over the calm and miraculous beauty of the world ; 

When the Air and the Sunlight shall have penetrated 
your body through and through ; and the Earth and Sea 
have become part of it ; 

When at last, like a sheath long concealing the 
swelling green shoot, the love of learning and the regard for 
elaborate art, wit, manners, dress, or anything rare or costly 
whatever, shall drop clean off from you ; 

When your Body (for to this it must inevitably 
return) is become Shining and Transparent before you in 
every part, (however deformed ;) 

Then (0 blessed One !) these things, also transparent, 
possibly shall surrender themselves — the least thing shall 
speak to you words of deliverance. 

The stones are anywhere and everywhere : the temple 
roof is the sky. 

The materials are the kettle boiling on the fire, the 
bread in the oven, the washing dolly, the axe, the gavelock — 
the product is €rod : 

And the little kitchen where you live, the shelves, 
the pewter, the nightly lamp, the fingers and faces of your 
children — a finished and beautiful Transparency of your 
own Body. 

Among practical things do you think there is any- 
thing of importance in comparison of thisi I mean the 
Body. And why people go so far round when the way is so 
simple and direct ? 
o 
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Are you living in pursuit of Money, Fame, Pleasure, 
Knowledge — ^they are very well, but what happiness can you 
have with them if by chance you have cockled your liver 
with sloth, defiled your lungs with gas and dirty air, 
emaciated your spine with sitting, befouled your stomach 
with lumps of flesh, exhausted your brain and eyes with 
undigested print, depraved your genital organs through 
unbelief in them, and deprived your nerves of their only 
natural sustenance of the open air and manual work ? 

Are you an author, magistrate, parson, female visitor, 
doctor, mother — what good can You do in all these positions 
except as your eye be clear to see, and your skin exhale 
sweet emanations, and your heart beat undisturbed the 
music of the world ? 

Do you talk of the Future of Society, and is it possible 
you are begetting children with tainted blood, and handing 
down to them the refuse of dinner-parties and the insides 
of committee rooms and hansom cabs, and impressions of 
pamphlets on their retinas and stove-pipe hats on their 
brows, and bad teeth and foul breath % 

It is no good. I have seen you drifting with the 
rest, but I stand in the way before you. You shall not go. 



LXV. 

Of the tree which bears no more fruit, of that which 
is dead, dead — ^beautiful in its time but now utterly dead 
and beginning to rot — 
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Of the idea of Caste, the puppet-dance of gentility, 
condescension, white hands, nnsoiled dress, charitable pro- 
prietorship-^in the street, the barracks, the church, the 
shop, the house, the school, the assembly. 

In eating, drinking, and saying 'Good morning and 
Good night — of the theory of what it is to be a lady or a 
gentleman : 

I have walked round and round it, and I declare to 
you that it can produce nothing more out of itself, that its 
inner life (once fruitful, as everything that exists has been 
fruitful in its time) has ceased — ^that it is dead. 

[How indeed is it possible when you fairly consider it 
that any hope can come from people who refuse to suckle 
their own babes, and where women do not joyfully hasten to 
work in the fields in order to render themselves fit for the 
miracle of child-birth ?] 

I saw the cow give birth to her first-born calf ; I saw 
the beautiful helpless creature laid under her nose ; I saw 
the calm woman who sprinkled the yoimg thing with meal 
and tended the exhausted mother. 

I see the many women who manage cattle well, and 
gardens, and understand the breeding of sheep ; 

I see the noble and natural women of all the Earth ; I 
see their well-formed feet and fearless ample stride, their 
supple strong frames, and attitudes well-braced and beautiful; 

On those that are with them long Love and Wisdom 
descend; everything that is near them seems to be in its 
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place ; they do not pass by little things nor are afraid of big 
things ; but they love the open air and the sight of the sky 
in the early morning. 

Blessed of such women are the children ; and blessed 
are they in child-birth : they are not ashamed of the act of 
child-birth. The open air and the sun and the moon and 
the running streams they love all the more passionately for 
the sake of that which lies sleeping within them. 



LXVI. 

Recurved and close lie the little feet and hands, close 
as in the attitude of sleep folds the head, the little lips are 
not yet parted ; 

The living mother-flesh folds round in darkness, the 
mother's life is an unspoken prayer, her body a temple of 
the Holy One. 

I am amazed and troubled, my child, she whispers — 
at the thought of you ; I hardly dare to speak of it, you are 
so sacred ; 

When I feel you leap I do not know myself any more 
— I am filled with wonder and joy — ^Ah ! if any injury 
should happen to you ! 

I wijil keep my body pure, very pure ; the sweet air 
will I breathe and pure water drink ; I will stay out in the 
open, hours together, that my flesh may become pure and 
fragrant for your sake ; 

Holy thoughts will I think; I will brood in the 
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thought of mother-love. I will fill myself with beauty : 
trees and rumiing brooks shall be my compauioiis ; 

And I will pray that I may become transparent — 
that the sun may shine and the moon, my beloved, upon 

you, 

Even before you are bom. 

LXVII. 

Out of Night and Nothingness a Body appears. 

The threads of a thousand past ages run together in 
it ; out of its loins and the look of its eyes a thousand ages 
part their way into the future. 

Eyes out of which I see. Ears through which I hear, 
formed in my mother's womb in silence — 

Mother of mine, walking the earth no more (to me 
closer than ever), out of all tears, suffusing light over the 
world, equal with God — for whose sake Night and Day 
evermore are sacred — 

Body, by which I ascend and know Myself — 
Mysteries of life and death slowly parting and transforming 
around me — 

glad, not for one year or two but for how many 
thousands, I out of deep and infinite Peace salute you. 

The doctor does not give Health, but the winds of 
heaven ; 

Happiness does not proceed by chance, nor is got 
by supplication, but is inevitable wherever the Master is. 
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Doubt parts aside. I hear grown and bearded men 
shouting in the woods for joy, shouting, singing with the 
birds ; I hear the inunense chorus over all the world, of the 
Return to Joy. 

Come, my friend, in the still autumn morning, while 
the sun is yet low upon the hills, among the dead leaves 
come walk with me. 

Those and the like of those that taught me are with 
You also, and shall be to all time. I give you but a hint 
and a word of commendation. I open a door outwards. 

The gentle and stormy winds, the clouds sailing in 
heaven ; the plough-stilts, the boat-tiller ; sitting at dinner 
with the winter sun looking in at the open door, natural 
men and women (common as unquarried rock) around you ; 
love, granted or not granted; the companionship of the 
dead; 

The savage eternal peaks, the solitary signals — Walt 
Whitman, Christ, your own Self distantly deriding you — 

These are always with you. 

Have you doubted ? — It is welL Bat now you shall 
forget your doubts. 

Have you suffered ? — It is good to suffer ; but soon 
you shall suffer no longer. 

Have you looked at the sky and the earth and the 
long busy streets and thought them dead of all poetry and 
beauty ? — It is you have been ill, nigh to death, but be at 
peace : life shall surely return to you. 
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I have seen your struggles, your long wakeful nights; 
I have sat by you. I have heard the voice which calls you. 
Come with me. Here is Rest, here is Peace I give you. 
A little while by the edge of this wood sitting, I with You ; 
then to depart ; yet never to depart again. 

Words unspoken, yet wafted over all lands, through 
all times, eternal ; no more Mine than Yours — I give them 
again to the wide embracing Air. 

Haply a little breath for you to breathe — to enter, 
scarcely perceived, into your body — ^a little time to dweU, 
transforming, within you. 

Haply mementos, indications, broken halves of ancient 
changeless Symbols — eternal possessions, treasures incor- 
ruptible — 

' Of Love which changes not — to be duly presented 
again — the broken halves to be joined. 

I a child sitting at your feet, content : the odour of 
dead leaves all around ; or walking with you, yJ^ur comrade, 
through the night (often we lean and touch each other's lips 
as we go) ; or very old, and near and dear to Death : 

Are you sure you know me when you look upon me % 

Behold a mjrstery I — ^these eyes, these lips, this hair, 
these loins — see you me in them, you shall see me where 
they are not. 

Long looking, the face of the world shall change — 
surely by the edge of the little wood I will come and sit 
with you. 

All riches promised, and far more, I give to you. 
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Have you used the Summer well, then the Wmter 
shall be beautiful to you. Have you made good use of life, 
then Death shall be exceedmg glorious. 

All this day we will go together; the sun shall circle 
overhead ; our shadows swing round us on the road ; the 
winter sunshine shall float wonderful promises to us from 
the hills ; the evening see us in another land ; 

The night ever insatiate of love we will sleep 
together, and rise early and go forward again in the 
morning ; 

Wherever the road shall lead us, in solitary places 
or among the crowd, it shall be well ; we shall not desire to 
come to the end of the journey nor consider what the end 
may be : the end of all things shall be with Us. 

LXVIIL 

Thisyis my trade : teach me yours and I will teach 
you mine. 

Are you a carpenter, a mason, a grower of herbs and 
flowers, a breaker of horses? a wheel-wright, boat-builder, 
engine-tenter, dockyard-labourer? do you take in washing 
or sewing, do you rock the youngest in the cradle with your 
foot while you knit stockings for the elder ones ? It is 
well — Weaning yourself from external results learn the true 
purposes of things. 

Wherever the sea and the land are, is my trade, 
and it has been known since the eldest Time ; the ancient 
Mysteries and Oracles hinted at it, the venerable sages of 



TOWARDS DEMOCRACY, 106 

Tndia knew it, and men and women who walked this earth 
before all history ; in the remotest stars it is exactly the 
same as here, and in aU the circles of intelligences whether 
they dwell in fire or water or in the midst of what is solid, 
or in the thinnest vacuum. 

Many an old woman sitting by her pottage door is 
far more profoundly versed in it than I am. Many a fisher- 
man ' pouncing on crabs ' along the shores of the Mediter- 
ranean has in it long ago served his apprenticeship. If you 
think or desire by coming with me to know more or be 
better than these, you mistake me and what I have to tell 
you. 

Learning and superiority are of no use in the face of 
all this : they depart much as they came. But to come near 
to understanding the use of materials is divine; and he that 
has never despised a weaker or more ignorant than himself 
is nearest to this. . 

Many are the roads, but there is one end to which 
they all lead; there are many profitable trades, ^ut there is 
one whose profits are past all reckoning. 

LXIX. 

Hand in hand for an hour I sit with you in the Great 
Garden of Time. 

Equals We, possessors and enjoyers, ask no more than 
simply to be. This hour, equal of all others that were or 
shall be, itself perfect : the olher hours as they come or go, 
perfect. 

Meeting once, to meet often and often again, (is not 
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the whole garden ours?) we shall not forget, we will not 
hasten or delay. 

From this day it is not so much we that change, as 
the hours that glide past us ; each bends low as it passes 
with a gift. 

Earth-kings on their thrones faintly fore-shadowed 
this j the old myths and legends of heaven were the indistinct 
dreams of the everlasting peace of the soul. 



LXX. 

And you too, ye hours of suffering and warfare, grim 
tmrest, we confront, each perfect ; we contain you ; storms 
and darkness surging around, we have seen round you. 

Hours of pain and darkness within, evil conscience 
and heavy burdens of concealment ! hours of black and 
obstinate desire, eyes turning aswerve, trembling guilty 
tongue — ^hungry mortal hours ! caught in the cleave of your 
jaws, I deny you not. 

Far from it : I welcome you. You are my friends 
as good as any, I give you equal places with the rest, if not 
better — ^for what indeed should I imderstand if you had not 
taught me 1 

Each beautiful, countless myriads to be known, 
Over the hills and green plains of Eternity pasturing, 
for ever widening — mortal, immortal, swift-footed, slow- 
footed — ye Hours and Desires, you are all mine ! 
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My herd, my beauties! my glossy, supple, with 
arched necks, my gentle and caressing, my vild, fierce, 
passionate— divine, satanic — there is room, and plenty, for 
you all! 

beautiful creatures ! not because sometimes you 
show your teeth at each other will I disown you ; not if you 
should all turn upon one to rend him, will I cast that one 
out — ^never so black or ungainly be He. 

Avaunt! Over the hills with lightning speed fly, 
tossing your nostrils : but know that I easily outspeed you 
all — ^you cannot delude or escape Me. 

Wild herd ! begetting and begetting innumerable 
progeny (aU mine), 

See if to my chariot at length harnessed I will not 
drive you, irresistible and triumphant, through all the king- 
doms of Space ! 

LXXI. 

Beautiful is the winter by the sea j the gray 
waves come rolling with locks tossed back by the North 
wind — 

In his hut on the beach the fisherman cooks his 
dinner; the clock that belongs in the herring-boat ticks 
against the wall ; the drift-nets are mended ; the boat is 
overhauled and repaired, the boat-lanterns and the pump 
are painted. 

Out on the great deep the balance and plunge goes 
on ; the sail steadies in the wind ; the land and well-known 
points iaAe ; the circle of water completes itself 



108 TOWARDS DEMOCRACY, 



Beautiful is the winter iuland ; the wind and wild 
clouds with rain rush over the world j the valleys are full of 
the sound of streams. 

The farmer cleans out his ditches and drains, and 
mends the ^foot-paths across his fields ; the turnip-pit is 
completed ; and the apples and potatoes are picked over in 
the store-room. 

The snow descends upon the young blade of corn ; 
the soft-fingered flakes wrap all the world in white ; frost 
seals the earth in silence. 

He stands by the door of the house-place at night ; 
the moon leans out, and the stars and the great planets from 
heaven; Orion hunts with his dogs. In the morning the 
field-fares and starlings go by in flights. 

Do I ask of you perfections 1 do you think that 
Winter is perhaps less perfect than Summer % or that there 
is not perfection everywhere, where the soul casts its light 1 

What is this talk about Scenery and Nature that I 
read in books and hear from the mouths of polite people 
[dismal bipeds living in dark caverns full of chairs and 
tables, coming forth to blink at the light or ruuning back 
again for fear of catching cold] ? Do you think that a bom 
fisherman or farmer would consent to sit indoors and vomit 
forth such stuff for a thousand a year % 

Be not careful about perfections : I declare to you 
the day shall come when everything shall be* perfect to you. 

Do you think Christ was a fool to associate with 
fishermen, and with outcasts, or that he did not know what 
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he was doing, or that he did it out of pity or patronage 
I warn you if you think such things you will have to begin 
again entirely from the beginning. 

Do you know that to be ungainly or deformed is* no 
hindrance to You, nor ignorance nor rags are a disguise ? 

Past your own futility and vanity you shall walk 
imfettered, and just gaze upon them as you go by; if 
learning and skill admit you to wonders, ignorance and 
awkwardness shall give you entrances equally or more 
desirable. 

Take care (I have warned you before) how you touch 
these words : with curious intellect come not near, lest I 
utterly destroy you. : but come with bold heart and true and 
careless, and they shall bless You beyond imagination. 

I do not turn you back from self-6eeking ; on the 
contrary I know that you shall never rest till you have 
found your Self ; 

If you seek it in Money, Fame, and the idle gratifi- 
cation of inordinate organs and bumps — ^that is all very well 
for a time ; but you will have to do better than that. 

If you seek it in Duty, Goodness, Renimciation, they 
also are very well for a time ; but you will do better. 

LXXIL 

Beautiful is the figure of the lusty full-grown groom 
on his superb horse : the skin of the animal is saturated 
with love. 
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Eadiant health ! 

kisses of sun and wind, tall fir trees and moss- 
covered rocks ! boundless joy of Nature on the mountain 
tops — coming back at last to you ! 

Wild songs in sight of the sea, wild dances along the 
sands, glances of the risen moon, echoes of old old refrains 
coming down from unimagmed times ! 

rolling through the air superb prophetic spirit of 
Man, pulse of divine health equalising the universe, vast 
over all the world expanding spirit ! 

joy of the liberated soul (finished purpose and 
acquittal of civilisation), daring all things — ^light step, 
life held in the palm of the hand! swift and eager 
delight of battle, fierce passion of love destroying and 
destroying the body ! 

Eternal and glorious War! Liberation! the soul 
like an eagle — from gaping wounds and death — crushing 
forth screaming into its vast and eternal heaven. 

See ! the divine mother goes forth with her babe (all 
creation circles round) — God dwells once more in a woman's 
womb; friend goes with friend, flesh cleaves to flesh, the 
path that rounds the universe. 

every day sweet and delicious food! Kisses to 
the lips of sweet-smelling fruit and bread, milk and green 
herbs. Strong well-knit muscles, quick-healing glossy skin, 
body for kisses all over ! 

Radiant health ! to breathe, joy ! to sleep, ah ! 
never enough to be expressed ! 

For the taste of fruit ripening warm in the sun, for 
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the distant sight of the deep liquid sea ! for the touch of 
the air on my face or creeping over my unclothed body, for 
the rustling sound of it in the trees, and the sight of their 
tall stems springing so lightly from the earth ! 
Joy, Joy and thanks for ever. 



LXXIII. 

For the face of the farm-lad who came and sat beside 
me, the handfals of pease that he oflfered me — for the taste 
of their juicy sweet pods ; 

The pressure of the Earth against me as I lay on it, 
the light sense riding on it of tremendous forces charioting 
me onward ; for the like sense in my will and actions, of 
being borne along ! 

the splendid wind careering over earth and ocean, 
the sun darting between the great white clouds ! the 
lifting of arms to Nature — ^heaven wrapped around one's 
body! 

The unflagging pleasure of food, the crisp and tooth- 
some growths of the soil ! draughts of running water in 
summer ] 

The evenings by the fire in winter, the ease after 
labour, the steady sleepy heat, the sleepy flicker on the wall, 
the presence of others in the room; for the voices of 
children ; 

For the beautiful faces— and ever more beautiful 
appearing — of those I meet in the doorway or at meals, the 
mortal father mother sister brother faces ; 
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For the glorified face of him I love: the long days 
out alone together in the woods, the nights superb of 
oomradeship and love. 

joy returning mom noon and night ! day-long as 
in a dream walking over earth enchanted, waking deep mid- 
night out of sleep in the ocean of joy ! [Lo ! the beautiful 
sur&ce, the rippling of waves, the moon shining down.] 

Deep deep draughts of all that life can give, drawn 
in to feed the flame — 

Joy, joy and thanks for ever. 

[0 burning behind all worlds, immortal Essences, 
Flames of this ever-consuming universe, never-consumed-^ 
to laugh and laugh with you, and of our laughter 

Shake forth creation !] 

Wonderful ! wave after wave ; clouds, rain, wind, day 

and night ; 

The sea by night in storms, and the morning over 

the hills, for grief and joy, for solitude and companionship ; 

for the birth of babes and the putting away of the husks of 

the feeble and aged in the ground, 

For the great processions of the seasons over the 

Earth, and the dead lying below ; and the dead rising again 

in the pure translucent air to begin a new existence, with 

unutterable joy bursting outwards from them beyond all 

mortal bounds — 

With shouts and paeans into the blue aether of 

God- 
Joy, joy and thanks for ever. 
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And for the strange individual decree of each one, 

The daily hunger and thirst after sympathy, ever- 
new, for the pleasant putting-forth of affection, and for the 
excess — ^for prostrate unspeakable love ! 

For the pleasant moods of the soul, for the finite mas- 
terly enjoyment of the world — and for the painful moods, for 
the vicious agony and the vast dark after-death of desire — for 
the transcendent pouring and pouring of the soul out into 
other worlds ! 

For the tragic moments of life, and for the long 
same stretches of the commonplace ; 

For the wonderful looming rise upon one of the great 
Arch of Death as one approaches it, for the dim perception 
of the infinite stretches beyond ! 

For the final deep abiding sense of rest — in Thee ; 

For the touch of Thyself growing continually out of 
everything more actual, starlike, perfect ; 

And for all experience ] 

Joy, joy and thanks for ever. 

LXXIV. 

the sound of trumpets, the wild clangour of wings ! 
forging aloft into the air ! Freedom for men ! 

Sounds of innumerable voices singing ! Starry lamps 
twinkling to each other across the huge concave of Time ! 

Dread Creators of the flying earth through space ! 
Travellers yourselves upon it ! Fliers through all forms ! 
Enduers of all disguises ! 

^ H 
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In your hut by the sea shore looking back upon the 
myriad constellations whence you descended ! In the eyes 
of her you love, in the faithful face of your enemy in battle, 
aware at last of the drift of Creation ! 

joy ! joy ! inextinguishable joy and laughter ! 

Lo ! the Conscience, the tender green shoot in each 
one, growing, arising, Ygdrasil casting its leaves, elements 
and nations, over the universe ! 

Lo ! the Moral laws so long swathing the soul, loosing, 
parting at last for the liberation of that which they prepared. 

Lo ! Death in majesty appearing, tender and beautiful, 
walking on earth the floor of heaven, through the night, 
through the long transparent night singing singing — 

In her arms the children of all creation, all creatures 
of the field and the children of men, nursing. 

In their ears singing low, singing soft, the song — ^the 
interpreting song — ^that the darting sun sings, and the 
maiden by her window, the song of the leaping waters and 
of love — 

And of joy — of inconceivable joy — ecstacy ! thrill- 
ing every object of thought. 

LXXV. 

1 hear the electric thunderbolt strike the earth. It 
shivers and it staggers in its orbit. 

Leap, children of men, arise ! Set your faces dead 
as flint. For great is the prize before you. 

The hour has struck ! the Masters appear ! Back, O 
elements and destiny ! 
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From this hour, War ! ever more splendid and glorious 
War ! the long tradition of the Earth ! 

The flame of the Soul, burning through all materials; 
the fiery and intolerable garment. 

Long the battle, clouds of dust hiding heaven. Earth 
trembles like a startled horse. 

They that fight descend, radiant with eternal light- 
nings. The gods blaze forth upon each other. 

The flags fly of all nations up and down. The long 
result of history, and penetrating and preceding all history, 
completes itself. 

Lo, Freedom ! haughty, magnificent, moving like a 
dream before the half-awakened eyes of men — ^never faithless 
to her, never at last one faithless. 



LXXVI. 

And so I heard a voice say What is Freedom 1 

I have heard (it said) the lions roaring in their dens ; 
I have seen the polyp stretching its arms upwards from the 
floor of the deep ; 

I have heard the cries of slaves and the rattling of 
their chains, and the hoarse shout of victims rising against 
their oppressors ; T have seen the deliverers dying calmly 
on the scafibld. 

I have heard of the centuries-long struggle of nations 
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for constitutional liberty — the step by step slowly-won 
approaches as to some inner and impregnable fostness ; 

I know the wars that have been waged, the flags 
flying to and fro over the earth ; I know that one tyranny 
has been substituted for another, and that the forms of 
oppression have changed ; 

But what is Freedom ? 

Villeins and thralls become piece-men and day-tal 
men, and the bondsmen of the Land become the bondsmen 
of Machinery and Capital; the escaped convicts of Labour fit 
admiringly the bracelets of Wealth round their own wrists. 

I have seen the slaves of Opinion and Fashion, of 
Ignorance and of Learning, of Drink and Lust, of Chastity 
and Unchastity : 

One skin cast leaves another behind, and that another, 
and that yet another 3 

I have seen over the world the daily fear of Death 
and Hell, of Pain and momentary overhanging Chance ; 

I have seen recluses craning their lives up into 
impossible heavens, thinkers hopelessly meditating after 
philosophic Truth, incurables lying covered with bed-sores, 
household drudges running from the hearth to the slopstone 
and from the slopstone to the hearth all their lives j 

Something of all these slaveries I know — ^they are 
very well in their way — 

But what is Freedom % 

And I heard (in the height) another voice say : 
I AM. 
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In the recluse, the thinker, the incurable and the 
drudge, I AM. I am the giver of Life, I am Happiness. 

I am in the good and evil, in the fortunate and the 
unfortunate, in the gifted and the incapable, alike; I am 
not one more than the other. 

The lion roaring in its den, and the polyp on the 
floor of the deep, the great deep itself, know ME. 

The long advances of history, the lives of men and 
women — ^the men that scratched the reindeer and mammoth 
on bits of bone, the Bushmen painting their rude rock- 
paintings, the mud-hovels clustering round mediaeval castles, 
the wise and kindly Arab with his loving boy-attendants, 
the Swiss mountain-herdsman, the Russian patriot, the 
English mechanic, 

Enow ME. I am Happiness in them, in all — ^under- 
lying. I am the Master, showing myself from time to time 
as occasion serves ; 

I am not nearer to one than the other ; they do not 
seek me, so much as I advance through them. 

Out of all would YOU emerge % 

Would you at last, O child of mine, after many toils 
and endless warfare (for without such aU is in vain) emerge 
and become MY EQUAL 1 

[Wonderful, wonderful is this that I tell you ! Would 
you too become a Master — when you have seen and known 
all slaveries, and have ceased to put one before the other — ] 

Would you, whom I have often silently been with, 
to whom in the early morning I have come kissing you on 
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the lips to leave Happiness for your waking, whom I have 
taught long and long my own ways, even for this — become 
my Equal 1 would you look me at last in the face ? 

It shall be then. The way is long but the centuries 
are long. Faint not. Does my voice sound distant 1 Faint 
not 

Even now for a moment round your neck, advancing, 
I stretch my arms ; to my lips I draw you, I press upon 
your lips the seal of a covenant that cannot be forgotten. 



LXXVIL 

I — ^who write — ^translate for you these thoughts: 
I wipe a mirror and place it in your hands [look long, O 
firiend, look long, satiate yourself] — 

I bring you to your own, to take, or leave for a 
while, as pleases you best I have perfect faith in you. 

And can wait : the whole of Time is before me. 

LXXVIII. 

The little red stars appear once more shining among 
the hazel catkins ; the pewit tumbles and cries as at the 
first day, the year begins again, 

The wind blows east, the wind blows west, the old 
circle of days and nights completes itself; 
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But henceforth thfl JefiBt thing shall epeak to you 
wordB of deliverance ; the commonest shall please you beet ; 

And the fall of a leaf through the air .and the greetr 
ing of one that passes on the road shall be more to yon than 
the wisdom of all the books ever written — and of this book. 



[ 



